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Young Wild West and tbc RancnmanY Bor
OR, THE SHEEP HERDER'S REVENGE
BY AN OLD SCOUT

CHAPTER !.-Young Wild West Hears of a
Kidnaping Case.
..Well strangers, you sartinly ain't the ones
-. we're lookin' for. Seen a herd of sheep anywhere
around on your wa.y here?" The speaker was a
typical cowboy of the Southwest. He was mounted
on a stocky mui;tang, and in addition to his
~lar weapons- a long barreled revolver and
a knife--he had a ca1·hine slung over his shoulder
This man had led half a dozen others, similarly
equipped down the side of a hill to a camp,
where a party numbering eight was at a rest.
It was high noon, and the sun was shining
fiercely on the long stretch of grazing land that
lay on all sides of the spot. The fact was that
the only group of trees that could be een for miles
happened to be right here, and that was undoubt~
edly the reason that the party had chosen it for
the purpose of resting there during the noon hour.
Those at the little camp had seen the cowboys
riding swiftly that way, and they had simply
waited for them to arrive, so they nught learn
what the trouble was. Certafoly there must be
trouble or tM horsemen would not ride so hard,
while the fact remained that they were all armed
"iih carbines suggested that they were looking
for something more than stray cattle. _As the
leader of the h'l1-semen asked the question recorded above, he had fixed his gaze on the eldest
person in the p~rty, ~ho was a tan, atJ:iletic ~an
sligohtly past thirty, with long, black hair ha~gmg
over his shoulders, and a heavy mustache, slightly twisted at the ends, adorning his upper lip.
"Ain't seen no sheep, my friend," the tall man
111ered, with a shake of the head. "But we
·ossed quite a stretch where lots of 'em had
~n lately. But I reckon you'd better do your
ukin' to Young Wild West. He happens to
·~ ther boss of this here crowd." A nod indicated the person referred to, and instantly Happy
Pete, the foreman of the Big B Ranch, turned to
him, while a look of surprise showed upon his
face.
"What'll that you say?" he exclaimed, eagerly.
• ung Wild West? This ain't the boy what's
got the name of bein' t'he Champion Deadshot of
the West, is it?"
"You have got that about right, stranger," the

boy referred to spoke up, smilingly, as he brushed
)lack the wealth of light chestnut hai; that hung
over his shoulder. "I believe I have got the name
of being the Champion Deadshot of the West.
But never mind about that. What seems to be
the trouble? I can tell plainly that something
has gone wrong. You are looking for somebody
or something, I'm sure."
"I reckon I am, Young Wild West. I'm lookin'
for a gang what kidnaped the boss' boy some
time last night."
"A boy kidnaped!" The young deadshot fiecame
1
interested instantly.
"Yes. Little Frank, Dick Bennett's kid went
to bed last night at the ranch jest the stlme as
he always does every night. This mornin' he
wasn't to be found nowhere. There was some
tracks made by the boots outside his window,
but that was all. Thei·e was no way of followin'
the trail, 'cause the ground about the house is
trod on so often that there was no tellin' who
made the tracks or which way they went."
"A l'ather queer case, I should say,'' and the
boy turned and looked at his companions. "But "
he added, again directing his gaze upon the fa~e
of the cowboy foreman, "you inquired if we had
seen a herd of sheep. Has that anything to do
with the kidnaping case?"
"It might have a whole lot to do with it. See
here. I'll tell you mighty quick, 'cause I've heard
enough about you to know that you'll blame soon
lend us a hand. You're alwavs lookin' for a
chance -to help somebody when they're in need of
it. I know that much, though I never met you
a~ore. Now then, the whole thin g is jest this.
Dick Bennett's boy has ooen stolen, ·an' the only
one he kin lay the blame to is a feller named
Mos!ey, who's a sheep herder. Mosley has got
a nughty bad reputation, an' he makes his livin'
jest from stealin' sheep. He don't own no land
in particular, but drives the blamed sheep all over
the cattle ranges an' lets 'em clean up the grass,
roots an' all. This here Mosley has ooen an enemy
of Dick Bennett's for some time. I don't know
je~t ,yhat's _the caus1: of it, but he's Dick's enemy,
an smce him an' his gang of sheep herders is
around these parts somewhere, an' the boy is
missin' all of a sudden it ain't n-athin' more
than natural that we should all think that Mosley
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done the kidnapin' jest to git square on the man
he hates."
"Well it seems that you have a pretty good
reason for placing suspicion on the sheep herder,
then," the boy answered, looking somewhat
thoughtful. "We did cross quite a strip of
land about seven miles to the north, where sheep
had been grazing I take it that the herd can't
be very many miles away. You have been searching for this man Mosley all the morning, I suppose."
"Ever since we found out for sure that the boy
had been stolen from the ranch."
"Very well, then. If you ride due north you
will find the trail of the sheep."
"Thank you. I thought as how you might
help us out."
"We will do that all right. But I reckon I
had better see your boss first. I'd like to have
a talk with him and learn the full particulars
first. How far is the ranch from here?"
"Jest about four miles as near as I kin tell.
If you ride straight southeast till you git to the
top of the ridge, you'll see the house an' buildin's
afore you."
"All right, Mr.--"
"Happy Pete is what they call me. I'm the
foreman of the ranch, an' these boys with me is
all true-blue, too. If we find out that Mosley
has got the boy, you kin bet that we'll make
short work of him when we ketch him."
"How old is the boy?" Young Wild West asked,
not t howing any inclination to be in a hurry.
"Fourteen. He's as fine a little kid as you
ever seen, too. Born an' broufht up right here
on the ranch, an' kin ride an shoot in a way
that's amazin'."
"Very well, Happy Pete. You can ride north
if you feel like .~t1 and youll soon st,-ike the trail
of the sheep. we'll go on down to the ranch.
Then after I have a talk with the boy's father
we'll see what we can do for you in case you
don't find the boy right away."
"I reckon that's what you kin call satisfactory,
ain't it, boys?" the foreman said, noddint to the
six men who had come to the spot with him.
"It certainly is," one of them answered, while
the others nodded to show that they felt the
same way.
"Come on, then. We'll git them sheep herders
in a jiffy. It's about time they was put out of
business, anyhow. The blamed sheep is ruinin'
all the good grass. The first thing we know
there won't be enough left to fatten up the
cattle that's to be sold this fall." '£he cowboys
had been lookint at Young Wild West in something like admiration, and as they turned to
ride away they lifted their hats, no doubt to be
polite to the female members of the party. Away
they rode in the direction Young Wild West and
his friends had come from, and as they were disappearing from view beyond a small hill, the boy
turned to his companions and said:
"Well, I reckon we'll have to shorten our noon
rest. We have had dinner, anyhow, so it won't
make much difference." Cheyenne Charlie, the
tall man with the long, black hair and mustache,
who was addressed by the cowboy foreman, nodded approvingly.
"Right you are, Wild," he said. "I reckon it
won't take us long to be on the go. Let the

two heathens fix up the pack-horses right away.''
It will be in order to mention who the test of the
companions traveling about with Young Wild
West through the wildest part of the country in
search of excitement and adventure were. They
consisted of Arietta Murdock, the golden-haired
sweetheart of the young deadshot; Cheyenne
Charlie's wife, Anna; Jim Dart, a Wyoming boy,
who like Charlie, was one of the partners of the
dashing young deadshot, and his girl sweetheart,
Eloise Gardner; and the two Chinamen, who were
brothers named Hop Wah and Wing Wah, beins
the handy man and cook of the party.
Young Wild West and his friends had d ·
clown that way as they occasionally did at different
times of the year, merely for the purpose of finding something that would interest them, since
the income they derived from lucky discoveries
and ventures in gold and silver mining afforded
them the opportunity to live a life of luxury, to
go and come when they pleased. Many exciting
incidents had been met with since they left
Colorado nearly two weeks before, but they all
felt that they ha.cl now come upon something that
was entirely new. A ranchman's boy had been
kidnaped. This was somewhat startling. But
Young Wild West had already made up his mil
to lend all the assistance he could in restoring the
boy to his father.
To proceed with the cowboys in search of the
sheep herders with no more information than th,~
had recei~d from the foreman, did not seem to
be exactly the right thing. They might be mistaken, and if the boy really had been stolen from
his home, some one other than the sheep herders
might be responsible for it. It made no differ&nce
whether the boy's partners thought this way or
not. Whatever he said was bound to go with
them, and it certainly was that way in this case.
It was the same wa"f with the girls, too, and without the loss of time they began making preparations to leave the shade of the trees which had
been so welcome to them when they arrived there
a few minutes before twelve.
Hop and Wing were already loading the packhorses, for the animals had been relieved of what
they were carrying as soon as they came to a
halt there, so they might have the benefit of p.
Young Wild
rest as well as the other steeds.
West assisted Arietta to mount her cream-white
broncho, Snowflake, and then he vaulted lightly
upon the back of Spitfire, the gallant sorrel stallion that had carried him safely through so many
dangers and th1·illing escapes. The rest were
equipped with the best horses that money could
buy, too, and as they Tode away in their picturesque hunting and riding costumes, the two
Chinamen following behind, attired in the origin·
garb common to China, they made a picture that
would have been sure to attract the attention of
even the most ordinary observer.
Straight to the southeast Young Wild West an'
his sweetheart rode, for they always led the little
column }vhen they were on the move. When they
reached the top of the ridge that had been pointed
out to them by Happy Pete, they found that he
had made no mistake in telling them that t~
ranch could easily be seen. There it lay, something like six miles distant, and it took but a
moment for them to satisfy themselves that it
was a well-stocked and well-kept ranch. The

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE RANCHMAN'S BOY
party rode on down the other side of the ridge
and soon struck a regular trail that Jed direct
to the ranch.
The house was located upon a knoll, and quite
a few trees almost surrounded it. The barns and
other building were scattered about, as we!~ as
the big conal into which the cattle were driven
whenever a round-up occured. When they were
still a half mile from the ranch-house, they saw
a man and two women come out excitedly. The
practiced eyes of our friends let them unders_tand
immediately that the man appeared to be either
sick or lame, for as he attempted to get down
from the por ch he fell, and one of the women
quickly ran to his a ssistance.
. "Come on, Et," the young deadshot sai_d, as he
~. ded to his sweetheart, and then he tightened
tbe reins and the gallant sorrel stallion leaped
forward like an arrow from the bow. Arietta
tried to keep up with him, and even though her
broncho was a swift one, it was useless. Spitfire
thorouo·hly enjoyed being let out, and like a streak
he went for the house. Wild got there easily fi~y
y~rds ahead of his sweetheart, and the first thing
he did after dismounting was to run to the man
who was now seated upon the steps of the porch.
"Are you Mr. Bennett?" he said, as the man
looked at him in a puzzled way.
~.es, yes!" was the quick reply.
"Well, Tam Young Wild West. I don't know
whet r you have ever heard of me or not, but
I have come here to try and help you· out of the
trouble you're in." ~'Young Wild West!" gasped the man, attempting to rise to his feet, out failing. The woman
athis side was undoubtedly his wife, and she held
him back gently, at the same time saying:
"Don't get excited, Dick. It's awful, I know,
but if this is Young Wild West, I'm sure he'll
be able to help us." Arietta came galloping up
just then, and swinging herself from the saddle
in a way that might have been called reckless,
even though it was graceful in the extreme, she
hurried to the two women and said:
"Cheer up. Everything will turn out all rig'ht,
I am sure. I know why you are looking so
grieved. The boy will be found. Wild and his
pilJTilers will surely do it."
"Oh oh oh!" and then the woman who had
been tryi~g to soothe her husband placed her
/;Olds to her face and began weeping. The other,
who was somewhat older, but greatly resembled
her, joined in, and it looked as if there was going
to be a genuine "crying spell," as Cheyenne
Charlie afterward put it. But Arietta was nothing if not good at comforting any one in grief.
She led the two to a bench under a tree a short
distance away, and then seated them, both acting just as if they were compelled to do as the
• i-.. wanted them to. This gaye the young deadshot a chance to talk to the ranchman.
"You seem to be a little under the weather,
Mr. Bennett,'.' he said, in his cool and easy way.
"!¼en sick, I reckon."
-:r-xes, I've been laid up from a sprained ankle
, an' a little fever at the same time. It jest happened to be that way. I reckon that scoundrel
must have found out, an' that's why he come
'here an' stole my little Frank. He always said
if i,.s goin' to git reven2"e on me. an' now he's
gone an' done it."
.
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"Do you refer to a sheep herder named Mosley?" Wild asked, looking at him sharply.
"Yes, yes! Do you know anyth'ng about him?"
"Only what your foreman told us when we met
him a little while ago. But sec here, M:_r. Bennett.
Just be calm. Don't get excitc<l about it. Suppose
we go into the· house, and then as soon as you
get rid of your nervousness you can tell me all
about it. I assul'e you that I will do my level
best to find your boy and restore him to you."
"All right, Young Wild West," the man said,
lowering his head and attempting to rise to his
feet. But Wild came to his a ssistance wit',out
delay, and almost lifted him upo-i t h; c:oop. T', ~·1
he tpok it upon himself to lead thP. ranclu~ian
into the house.
'

I

CHAPTER 11.-Hot After the Sheep Her<lers.
"Mr. Bennett," the boy said, as he s~ated him
near a table, "I know you are completely upset
over this, but take my advicP. and 1'ring all your
forces to _the fore and be calm. Of coi.rse, you
can't be exactly that way, but y'ou certainly can
try hard, and thus be able to talk foll v OP the
subject." Bennett looked a:t him wonclerinr!y as
he said this, and settling back in the chai~·, he
turned his gaze toward the floor and remained
silent for fully a minute. Then w:th sometrung
like a sigh of relief he raised his hea d and gazed
earnestly in the boy's face. Wild had drnwn up a
chair and was sitting directly opposite him.
"What you say makes me feel better, Young
Wild West," the man declared. "But this ' is
awful. To think that the villain would, after all
these years, make good his threat."
"What makes you feel so sure that it was the
sheep herder who stole the boy," the young deadshot questioned.
"There is no doubt about it in my mind whatever. Mosley has been hanging around this section for about three weeks. He has four men
who are nothing more than outlaws with him.
They have got quite a number of sheep and are
using my range and also the one that adjoins it
for a feeding ground. Some of my men have
conversed with Mosley during this time, and I
have discovered that he has been asking tbem all
sorts of questions concerning me, my wife and
my boy."
"Oh; I see. That looks very much as if he is
the guilty party, then. But may I ask you what
he was so anxious to obtain .revenge for."
"That is one of the old stories, I suppose you
may call it. He wanted to marry my wife when
she iWas a girl, and I wanted to at the same time.
She turned him down and took me."
"And he swore be would have revenge, did he?''
"Yes, he did at that time. But on the very
night we were wedded he plotted to kill me before
the clergyman could tie the knot. He. failed, and
was forced to flee. It wasn't until recently that
I knew of his whereabouts, and when I discovered
that he was right within a few miles of the ranch
and appeared to be hanging around here, it
struck me right away that I must be on my guard.
I kne_w Mosley well enough in the old days to feel
certain that he would hardly give up after makin·g
a threat. Of course, I am not afraid of him n<'w.
I never was, for that matter. But to think fo,.f

'
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he would sneak here in the dead of the night and their horses, and then waving their hands to the
steal my boy! That is something awful. It al- group in front of the house, they turned and
most breaks my heart. And just think of my rode rapidly in the direction they had lately come
from. ·
wife!"
"Boys," Wild remarked, as they were riding
"All right, Mr. Bennett. Now you do just as
I said a little while ago. Keep cool. I reckon along at a swinging ga llop, "the quest we are
there won't be an awful lot of trouble in catching now on is somewhat a peculiar one. I heard quite
the kidnapers. I promise you that I will not leave a story from the ranchman, though it didn't take
a stone unturned to accomplish it. Nothing suits ver)'. lo~g for him ~o tf:11 it, either. The whole
me better than to be able to assist a person in affair sifted down 1s simply a case of an old
distress. You are certainly one who needs assist- grudge. This man Mosley ·wanted to marry the
ance now. It happens that we struck a fresh trail same girl Bennett did . She turned him down
that had been made by a large number of sheep and Bennett got her. Mosley tried to kill him
on our way over here. We told your foreman and before the clergyman could perform the ceremony,
his men about it, and they have gone in that di-. but failed. Previous to this he had made thre,1u
rection. Perhaps they will not be able to catch that he would get square, and he did so at t . <!
Mosley or find the boy. It is hardly likely they time he was forced to fbe. After all these years
will, for if he is the kidnaper he certainly would he turns up suddenly and the boy is whisked
see to it that the boy would be hidden somewhere from the house in the dead of night. There is no
as quickly as possible, even though he chose to question in my mind but that he is the kidnaper.
remain in the vicinity himself. Now then, Mr. We have got to find MoEley and t he boy, too.''
"We'll git the measly coyote, \ Vile!, an' v:c'll
Bennett, you just do your best to call our wife.
We ·will start out immediately. I suppose we may bring the boy back!" Che_yenne Charlie exclaimed,
leave the gir1s and our two Chinamen here at the his eyes flashing. "Nothin' stirs me up any more
than to hear of a thing like this. Why, that
ranch."
"Leave them here? Why, Certainly. Do you feller ain't fit to live, an' if I kin jest ketch h;m
really think you can find little Frank?" The man ready to fight, I'll put a bullet through him quicker
~
arose from the chair and held. out both hands. than lightnin' kin flash." It wa~ yet ea;_l• 11
Wild took them gently and, giving them a shake, afternoon, and the three knew that it would not
assured him that he really did think that he would take them longer than two hours to reach the
make a succe;;;s in finding the boy and bringing spot where they had crossed the sheep trail.
As they had taken it easy during the forenoo~
him back. The boy now went to the door and
found that the rest of the party had arrived. the horses were in pretty good shape, so they let
Arietta was introducing Mrs. Bennett to Anna and them out, and iri due time they came to the spot.
Eloise. The older woman was her sister, she said, Before reaching it they had picked up the tr.ail
and of the two she seemed to be the most hopeful of the foreman am! his cowboys, and ·when they
now, and was talking as glibly as some wo~en can. finally came to it, it was not difficult to discover
Wild walked over to the group, and, takmg the the fresh .footprints of the bronchos. After follo'wing the trail for perhaps a hundred yards,
ranchman's wife by the arm, s:fi.d:
"Now then, Mrs. Bennett, I want you to be Young Wild Wei;t came to a halt, his partners
careful. Your husband has told me all about the doing likewise. Then all three dismounted andaffair and that a certain man had reasons for in- took a survey of the ground, for it happened to
juring you. It is a pretty sure thing that he be quite a soft spot right there.
"Well, boys/' Wild said, after he had looked
wouldn't hurt your boy, though, and that means
that he has simply taken him somewhere, prob- around a bit, "I am of the opinion that the sheep
ably with the intention of never letting him return. passed this way as late as yesterday afternoon.
But he wouldn't kill him, that's a sure thing. We We all know pretty well that a herd of sheep don't
are gong to 'find him for you. You can take that make very fast time. This means that they can't
·
as coming straight from me, and if Arietta has be many miles away."
"Not if they've let 'em stop to do much eatin ,
talked to you long enough she must have told you
that whenever I undertake to do a thing I gen- Wild," the scout answered, with a sh:i:ug of the
shoulders, and he turned and looked over the
erally accomplish it."
"She has told me that!" the woman exclaimed, rolling stretch of grazing land. But there were
almost joyfully. "I shall feel that I can place so many hills and hollows that it would be impossible to see sheep or anything else living,
confidence in you, and believe what you say."
"You certainly can. We'll attend to the sheep unless they happened to be upon the high spots.
"See the hills over there, boys," he said, pointherder all right, won't we, boys." Charlie and
Jim had stepped up a moment before, and were ing in the direction of the high spot.
"I reckon I do, Wild," the scout answer!!d. Ji-mlistening, and as t)le young deadshot made the
remark both nodded and promptly declared that saw them, of course, and he lost no time in saying
so. Both the boy's partners understood what he
they surely would.
"We're going on the hunt right away," Wild meant by making the remark.
"You _think they're there, eh?" Charlie added.
went on, in his cool and easy way. "Mr. Bennett
has said that the girls and the two Chinamen can - "Possibly at the foot of them,"
"All right. It ain't goin' to take us much more
remai.fl here at the ranch, so we will leave without anything further." Then the boy walked over than half an hour to git there, not if we try hard."
"All right, come on, then." All three mounted
to where the sorrel stallion was nibbling at the
grass a short distance away, and gathering up and set ou~ at a gallop. Up hill and down they
the bridle-rein, placed his toe in the stirrup and went, and m half an hour they were so neat
mimnted. Charlie and Jim, ready and willing to the foot of the range, for such it might be called,
.joi~ in the search for the kidnaped boy, mounted that it loomed up above them like a giant moim-
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tain. Right at the foot of it flowed a stream
of water, cottonwood trees growing along the
banks as well as bushes and other sorts of trees.
Young Wild West and his partner s rode up to
the bank of the . stream, which they discovered
to be about a hundred teet across it in the widest
part.
In some places it was so shallow that there
would b"e no difficulty to ford it whatever, while
in others it appeared to be quite deep. They followed the trail along the bank, and soon came to
the &pot where t he sheep had crossed. The hoof~ints of the cowboys' bronchos could be seen
here, too, so this meant that Happy Pete and his
men had kept right on the trail. The three crossed
the stream, and taking up the trail at the other
side, followed it down along the bank for perhaps
a mile. Then as they came to quite a grove of
trees they suddenly heard shooting in the distance.
It came from the left directly on the side of the
mountain, but evidently those engaged in the
shooting were quite a distance away.
"Sounds sorter natu1·al, don't it, Wild?" the
scout asked, and he turned to the young deadshot
~-11.fter listening for a moment.
"Somethin' going on, that's certain:, Charlie,"
was the reply.
"You bet there is ! Most likely them cowboys
ia havin' it hot an' heavy with the sheep herders.
1"reckon we had better git over thel'e l'ight away."
"As quickly as we can , Charlie. Come on." The
three galloped on for perh aps a quarter of a mile,
and then they saw so me horsemen break from a
clump of woods to the left and come riding swiftly
toward them. It did not take them but a moment to see that one of the horses carried a double
burden. A man was holding another , who must
be wounded, across the sa d<ll ~, while another man
in the 1·ear was leading a riderless horse.
"Been at it hot an' heavy, I reckon, an' one of
'em got plugged," was Cheyenne Charlie's comment. The three turned their horses so they could
meet the approaching party all the quicker, and
as they drew up a little nearer they recognized
them as being the cowboys they had met at noon.
"Hello, Young Wild West! " Happy Pete called
..:mt waving his hat, and then he came galloping
madly toward the young <lea<lshot and his partners.
"What's the trouble, Pete?" the boy asked, as
he reined in his horse and waited for the foreman
to reach him.
"Had a ·little scrimmage with the sheep herder:;," was the reply. "They're over there in the
ravine. Got a big bunch of sheep in there, an'
e end of the ravine is so blamed narrow that
there wasn't no chance for u s to git in after 'em.
A lot of_ shootin' was done by us an' them, too.
One of my men got shot in the thigh. It ain't
nothin' more than a flesh wound, though, so he'll
t over it. But it makes it blamed bad. It hurt
·m so that he couldn't ride his horse, an' Big
Tom has got him on his nag." The others came
up just then, and they all began talking at once
in a ·very excited manenr. But ther e was not one
« them who did not seem to think that Young
Wild West and his par.tners had come for the
purAQse of helping them win out.
''Take it easy, boys," the young deadshot said,
'as he dismounted. "Now then, Happy Pete, just
tell me what happened."
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"There ain't much to tell, Young Wild West,"
was the reply, as the man slipped from the back
of his horse and stood before the boy. "We struck
the sheep trail jest as you said we would. We
followed it along till we got to the ravine I was
jest tellin' you about. The mouth of it is mighty
na1Tow, as I was sayin', but it widens out considerably after you once git inside. It's th~re
where the sheep herders has got the sheep. We
couldn't see much of the galoots, but they seen
us, an' they started firin' at us without waitin'
for us to git all the way through. That drove
us back somewhat, an' it was then that Pip got
stung by a bullet."
"One of 'em hit me all right," the wounnded
man spoke up, his eyes flashing. "But I'm dead
game. It ain't painin' me so much now, an' I
reckon I'll be able to be in at the finish. If
somebody will jest fix me up a little an' stop the
blood a little more, I'll feel a lot better."
"Let me se·e that here wound," Cheyenne
Charlie said, as he dismounted and walked over to
the man. "I s'pose," and he turned to Wild, "we're
goin to stop here a little while, cause it wont be
no use to ride over there in a hurry. Them sheep
herders will be waitin there an' will be ready to
pick us off the minute' we show up."
"We can wait a while, Charlie," Wild answered.
All hands dismounted, and after the wounded man
had been placed into a comfortable position on
the ground, the scout set at work to examine the
wound. He was quite a surgeon· in his way, since
he had put in seven or eight years in the army
a~ a scout, and had_ been on very friendly terms
w_1th a_ sul'geon durmg the time, often assisting
him with the work that was required. Another
thing, Charlie always carried the necessary bandages, salves, ointments, etc., so after some
water had been obtained from a brook and the
v.-ound carefully washed, he bound it up in a
masterful way, and Pip, as he w.as called breathed a sigh of relief and looked very thankful.
"You're all right, pardner," he declared. "l
won't forgit you for this."
"Never mind," Charlie answel'ed. "It makes
~e feel a lot better than it does you, 'cause I
kin tell by the looks of you that you're white
through an' through." It was found that Pip
would be able to ride his horse, so he conse·nte<l
to ride on back to the ranch. Then the rest
mounted and started for the ravine. Young Wild
West fully determined to catch the villainous
sheep herder and restore the boy to his parents
as soon as possible.

CHAPTER 111.-Hop Meets With Two Kinds
of Luci.
Hop Wah, who was generally called Young
Wild Wes~'s Clever Chinee, was certainl_y a great
char acter m more ways than one. Besides being
an expert magician, he was a born practical joker.
He was one of the curious sort, too, and it must
be said that the Chinaman always stood ready to
lend a helping hand. Hop had heard enough
about the kidnaping of the ranchman's boy to
make him feel as if he should try and find him.
As soon as the two Chinamen had put the horses
in a little pen near the big barn and stowed the
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camping outfit and supplies away, Hop set iui.- probably two or three hundred yards to a gra5111
.self to thinking, and also to watching what was plain above, and as the Chinaman brought liiil
going on aliout the ranch. It was not' long be- horse to a walk and took a look, he saw a number
fore he saw Wild and his two partners mount of sheep upon the slope eating the grass as if
their horses and ride away from the ranch, ta.k- they were very hw1gry.
ing the direction they had come from but a short
,
time befo1·e.
"Lat allee light, my blother," he said to Wing,
who happened to come along just then, at the
same time pointing to the three. "Ley allee samee
go to findee um boy. Me go, too, so be." Hop
went .to the little corral and had no difficulty in
calling his horse to the gate. He had trained the
animal, which was a piebald cayuse, pretty well,
and, taking it, by the head, he let it outside, and
then closing the gate, was not long in putting the
saddle and bridle on. Having done this, he felt
in his pockets to make sure . that he had all he
needed with him.
The jacket the clever Chinee wore contained
more pockets than the u sual run of garments of
that kind. In those pockets were no end of things
in the way of chemicals, fireworks, and various
articles he used when pe1fonning his sleight-ofhand tricks. Finding that he had all he needed
in that line the Chinaman · produced a big: black
cigar from one of his pockets and after lighting
it, mounted and 1·ode leisurely away in a direction
that led slightly to the right of that which Young
Wild West and his partners had taken a few lninutes before. Hop knew quite well that the young
deadshot would follow the big trail and continue
on _to the place where they had crossed the sheep
trail. But he figured that he would be able to
make a short cut and head the~ off, since he
had taken notice that the trail led to the right.
After going a little further that way he figured
that he would reach the sheep trail before them,
provided it had continued on in the same direction as when he saw it. But it would make little
or no difference if it did not, and he failed to
fh1d it. Hop had to be doing something, and
since there were no cowboys about, he felt that
he could not remain at the ranch in idleness. The
heathen took for his guide the end of a wooded
ridge that was probably six or seven miles from
the 1·anch. He knew t~at Wild and his partl)ers
woufd go on over the ridge, and when they struck
the sheep trail they must surely turn to the right.
"Me gittee lere first, so be," he thought, as he
pufi'ed away at his cigar and rode on at a canter.
His horse being comparatively fresh, there was
no necessity of urging it, and on he ke_pt, until
at length he found himself right at the point of
the ridge. Then it was that he suddenly found
himself right at the commencement or possible
ending of a ravine through which there ran a
~m'111 stream of water. Hop brought his horse to,
a halt, and after carefully studying his surroundings he decided that it would be a good idea to
proceed up the ravine, since he figured that it
would more than likely assist materially in shortening the cut he had started to make.
Having come to this conclusion, he started on,
and was soon riding rather leisurely up the ravine,
which proved to be a crooked one, indeed, for the
first thing he knew he was riding _abruptly to the
i-ight. He must have covered a distance of fully
four miles after entering the ravine, when he suddenly came to a place where it widened considerablv. At the right the ground sloped up for

"Me findee um sheep allee light," he muttered,
as he stopped his horse. "Me velly smartee Chinee.
Maybe me find um lillee boy, ·too, so be. Me take+
goodee look." He ventured a little further on
horseback, and then dismounting, tied the cayuse
to the limb of a tree and then proceeded cautiously
up the slope, taking care no to disturb the shee
He went on to the top, however, and then finding
a place from which he could take a full view of
. the surroundings, he made his way to it and did·
so. The sheep were there all right, but there
were n'o signs of a man or horse. Half a mile
beyond the ravine the level stretch of J)rairie land
terminated at a patch of timber which seemed
to be thick and probably very wide in extent,
since Hop could not see light shining anywhere
through it.
At first the Chinaman thought that the men irl.
charge of the sheep were in the woods. B
when he ha'd considered for a moment he decided
that they would hardly go on ahead of the herd.
If that was true, it must be back in the . ravine
somewhere. He decided that they were, so back
he went to his horse, and then after touching thd
animal on the nose, he left it there and started
along the edge of the brook on foot. There wa&
a sharp turn right ahead of him, and as he came
to this he became very cautious. · Though he
could not hear anything that would indicate the
presence of men or horses being close at hand,
he knew it was advisable t0 go slowly just then;
for there might be some one around the bend.
Sure enough, this was the case.
As he reached the point of the rocky bank and
walked slowly around it, he found a camp right
before him in a little hollow among the rocks. It
was easy to see that there was a ·camp there, for
a fire was just being kindled, and as he listened
he could hear the sounds of voices. Curious, but
at the same time cautious, Hop Wah gave a nod
of approval, and then dropping upon his hand.t.
and knees, crawled along through the bushes in
the direction of the camp. He was not long in
gett1ng to a, rock which shut off the view of what
lay in the hollow, and once there he crept partly
around it and then saw six men standing and
sitting about. But that was not all. Upon a
folded blanket under a tree was a boy of perhaps
fourteen.
"Hip hi.!'' the Chinaman exclaimed, under ·
breath. "Me findee um boy velly muchee guickee.
Me velly smarlee Chinee."
There was no doubt in his lnind but that the boy
was the ranchman's son who had been kitlnaped
in such a mysterious fashion the night before. The thing to do now was to get him away from
the villains.
Hop was very resourceful as well as inge~ous
in his :methods of doing things.
"Me go •gittee um horse, so be," he thought,
after remaining silent for a while. "Len me be
allee !eddy to 1ide away velly muchee guickee."
Back he went and, reaching his horse, he took
the bridle and the animal on around as close as he
dared to thP. camp of the sheep herders.
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Having done this much, ·he made preparations to fellow who had captured the Chinaman so unexpectedly.
give the villains a sur11rise.
"It means that my ears was a blamed sight
Out came an oblong package which had · a fuse
sharper than the ears c,f the rest of you, Mack,"
attached to it.
This package was nothing more or less than a was the rather cool reply. "I told you I thought
home-made fire cracker, such as the clever Chinee I heard a horse stampin' his feet. You said I
didn't, an' then while you was all listenin' I
was in the habit of making.
It would not only make a tremendous report, but sneaked out here among the rocks. It wasn't a
create such a dense smoke that any one close to horse what I found, but a heathen Chinee, an'
the spot it exploded upon would be unable to see here he is."
"Me allee samee goodee Chinee. Me lookee for
for a few seconds.
Even Hop would not be able to see himself, but my fliends. Me gitte lost, so be," Hop declared,
· he knew that if he once located the spot where the affecting great fear.
"Go.t lost from your friends an' was lookin' for
y was he might be able to dash through the
oke and seize him, and then run away and get 'em, eh? Well, you come right here."
Then he was seized roughly and dragged
to his horse in time to make the escape.
through the bushes right into the hollow close to
·
Hop made his plans quickly.
He had not thrown away the cigar, and, stepping the fire and the tree under which the boy was
well behind the rock, he puffed away upon it until now standing, the picture of fear and amazement.
Hop did not look at the child at all.
he got a red coal at the end ..
He was acting the part of a prisoner who was
He was now ready for busmess.
But he wanted to get as close to the boy as pbs- momentarily expecting to be killed, and he did it
truly and well, for it must be ::,aid that in addition
sible before he set off the cracker.
to his other accomplishments he was somewhat
He chose to go to the left, since there seemed to - of
an actor.
be more chance of approaching unobserved in that
One of the men took occasion to pick up the
way.
lighted cigar and the cracker.
.-r But as he crept along among the rocks and
H~ was the last to come to the camp, and
bushes he found that he was no longer able to
ho!dmg the cracker in his hand questioningly, he
see the men.
·
He knew that they must be preparing something said:
"What do you s'pose this is? Got a stem
ta eat for the odor of coffee came to his nostrils.
as if it might be meant to
Y Suddenly he heard them cease talking, and then stickin' from it. Looks
explode or somethin' like that."
he decided that he had better act quickly.
"That's jest what it is," the fellow who had
Knowini exactly where to hurl the cracker, he made the capture exclaimed nodding his head
was
he
as
took the ·cigar from his mouth, and just
vigorou~ly. "The heathen wa~ jest goin' to light
about to touch the lighted end to the fuse, some- that thmg when I grabbed him."
thing happened that was entirely unexpected to
"Meaning that he was gain' to blow us up
him.
Mack asked, his face paling sJ,ightly.
then?"
A hand seized him roughly by the shoulder and reckon you had better tie the heathen good Ni'
pulled him over upon his back.
strong. I'll jump on my horse an' go an' tell
"What are you up to, heathen?" a gruff voice Mosley about it. He would stay back there on
demanded.
the watch, fearin' that somebody might come
"Hip hi!" the Chinaman exclaimed, in a fright- look.in' for us."
samee
.allee
Me
matee?
"Whatee
voice.
ened
Without another word he hastened to the left
tr00dee Chinee, so be. Me go to Sunday-school in and quickly mounting a horse that was already
lie."
·
'}i'lisco. Me no tellee
saddled, rode away through the ravine.
This all rattled off so quickly that the man who
The five men left with the prisoner and the boy
of
way
the
i:µ
~d surprised him showed something
seemed undecided just what to do.
aslonishment.
Meanwhile, the boy was taking in the scene in
"What are you doin' here, heathen?" he de- a way that showed plainly that he was much
manded, as he ipipped the Chinaman by both arms confused.
But he said nothing, and finally sat down upon
and dragged him to his feet.
Hop dropped both, the cigar and home-made the blanket again.
A couple of the men noticed this, and one of
firecracker.
"You no hurtee me, Misler Melican Man," he them said, harshly:
said, pleadingly. "Me lookee for my fliends. Me ' "Stay right where you are, kid. You know
le same gittee lost, so be. When me comee here what Mosley said. He's your boss now, an' you
me 'tlaid you killee me when me findee you no my know what he's goin' to do with you."
Me wantee go away velly muchee
ftiends.
"You had bet~r le! me go back to my father
quickee."
and mother, or it will be the worse for him."
Come
right.
All
eh?
away,
go
to
"You want
came the rather spirited retort.
re, boys. See what I've found."
Hop turned and looked at the boy as if he was
It was hardly necessary for the man to call out, much surprised.
"Whattee mattee?" he asked. "You no likee
for already hurried footsteps could be heard, and
a few seconds later the other five men comprising Melican men?"
"I guess I don't like them," came the repl;v
the party gathered about the captured Chinaman.
They were more than surprised. Tbey were "They took me out of the bed I was sleeping 1~
late in the night and brought me here. I don't
amazed to see him there.
"What in thunder does this mean ? " one, of know why they did it. But they needn't think that
them demanded, looking questioningly at the my father is rich enough to pay them a whole lot
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of money before they let me go. That is their
game, most likely. But they'll get fooled on that."
"Lat velly bad,'' declared Hop, and then he
reached out suddenly and took the cracker from
the man who was still holding it and looking at
it curiously.
Before any of them knew what he was up to
the clever Chinee had applied the lighted end of
the cigar to the fuse.
He droppl'!d it upon the ground, and as the men
leaped back he stepped over close to the boy.
It happened that the fuse was a very sl10rt one,
and almost instantly a deafening report sounded,
and the hollow was filled with a 4ense smoke.

CHAPTER IV.-Mosley, the Sheep Herder.
There are bound to be times when the best laid
plans will fail. No doubt if Hop had succeeded in
carrying out his original intention of exploding
the cracker suddenly when the villains did not
kno-w of his presence he. might easily have succeeded in r escuing the boy. But it was different
now. The five sheep herders knew he was right
among them, and even though they were much
startled at the sudden explosion of the crackerz
they did not lose their wits altogether. Two ot
them leaped toward the Chinaman just as the
loud report rang out, and one of them succeeded in
catching him by the arm. Of course, Hop intended to seize the boy, and make his escape before
the smoke lifted. But his plan had failed, and
the first thing he knew he was struggling with
the sheep herder and trying desper ately to get
away. Rut the other s came in contact with the
two, and down they went in a heap, the Chinaman
underneath.
"Hip hi!" he yelled. "Stoppee lat. You hurtee
poor Chinee."
"We'll hurt you all right," one of them growled
savagely. "Come here to git the boy, an' I'll bet
on it. You jest wait till the boss comes back.
He'll mighty soon make sho1·t work of you."
A gentle breeze wafted the smoke away quickly,
and as soon as they could see what they were doing the villains lost no time in binding the Chinaman, so it would be impossible for him to use his
hands or feet. The boy looked on in a sort of
fear. No doubt the unexpected explosion had
frightened him greatly. But now when he saw
that the Chinaman was helpless, he made a sudden
bolt, and succeeded in getting a dozen feet the
start. But, unfortunately, he tripped and fell
over a fallen tree, and before he could get upon
his feet two of the men had seized him and were
dragging him roughly back.
He was roughly thrown upon the blanket again,
and Hop, unable to lift a hand in his behalf, remained silent. But his brain was at work- just
the same. Even though he was bound hand and
foot, Hop had not giv-en up. Soon the villains
began questioning him, a nd the stor y he told them
was that he had become lost f rom the pa r ty he
was traveling with, and had started th rough the
ravine in the hopes of finding them. They would
not believe this, of cour se. But the Chinaman
stuck to it, for he was not going to admit that h e
had come there for the· purpose of rescuing the
kidnaped boy. While they were talking and making all sorts of threats, the sounds of horse's

hoofs came to their ears, and the next minute the
fellow called Mack was seen riding swiftly to the
spot.
"What in thunder is the matter?" the newcomer
roared, as he reined in his horse. "What was that
loud report I heard? The heathen set off dynamite or somethin'."
"Made a big smoke an' tried to grab the kid an'
run away," one of them quickly explained.
"Oh, that's it, eh? · I th{)ught he was sneakin'
around here tryin' to git the kid from us. Dick
Bennett must have sent him. I wonder if he ain't
a detective in disguise or somethin' like that."
"There ain't no disguise about him. He's m,thin' but a plain Chinee," was the reply. "We'vo•
got him tied over there so he can't move, so I
reckon there won't be no further trouble from
him."
"Did you go through his pockets?"
"Yes."
"Find anything?"
"Not much. He's got a lot of stuff there in the
way of little bottles an'. the like. But most likely
they're full of poison, so we had better not bot!ler
with 'em. The only thing he had to shot with is
this," and the speaker held up the old-fashioned
six-shooter that Hop always carried with hin.
"Here's a knife, too," he went on. "But that ain't
nothin' out of the ordinary/'
"Well, I don't know what to tell you to do. I
hadn't got to where Mosley was when I heard
that blamed loud report. I thought I'd better
come back. I don't know what's keepin' Mosley,
a~yhow. ~aybe a couple of you had better go
with me an find out. I reckon three of you will
be enough to keep the kid from gittin' away. By
the loo_ks of the heath~n it ain't likely he could git
away if we all left him here. You have P-Ot him
tied all right."
Mack r ode his horse up pretty close to where
Hop was lying upon the ground, and seeing that
the rope was wound around his body and limbi.
several times, he was satisfied on that point. Two
of them volunteei·ed to go with him, so the" were
not long in getting their horses and mounting.
Then the three remaining ones sat down near the
bov a nd their Chinese prisoner, acting very much
as if they did not altog-ether like the way thingl>
had been going. Mack and the other two herde
rode swif tly up the ravine, and as they neared
the end of it, where Mosley, their lea der, had
stopped to watch for signs of a .pursuit, a rifle
shot rang out. This was followed by another,
and then three or four more came quickly.
"Jingo!" exclaimed Mack, as he turned to his
two companions. "I reckon Mosley kn ew what he
was doin' when he wanted to stay up here.
They've got on our trail all right. I wonder J1ow
it was that they took a notion tha t we ha d anything to do with stealin' the boy?"
They could give no satisfactor y re ply, but bent
upon helping out their leader all they could, for it
seemed that they thought considerable of lli
t hey rode on and soon saw his horse standing bv
side a big rock. There was more shooting just
then, and they could tell just where Mosley was,
for he was doing some of it . The three s wung
a r ound to the left, and once behind the rocks s
they would not r un in danger of being hit bv ·
stray bullet, they dismounted and then crept
along until they found the man crouching amonc
some rocks.
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"Got here, eh?" he said, looking somewhat relieved. "I felt it •in my bones that they wou!d

be after us. But they don't dare to come on m
here, 'cause they know they're apt to git shot
down if they do. Now tl}en, jest keep a watch,
you fellers' an' shoot down the first one what attempts to come through. . I reckon I winged one
of 'em."
The three crouched near him, and with their
rifles watched for fully five minutes. Then Mack
sh rugged his shoulders and said :
"Sorter seems as if they ain't comin' through,
Mosley."
"Mavbe not," was the reply. "I made it a little
·
too hot fo1· 'em, I s'pose."
"We had somethin' funny to happen back there
where we went into camp." ·
"Somethin' funny to happen?" and Mosley
turned and looked sharply at the speaker.
"Yes. One of the boys found a heathen Chinee
sneakin' up close to us. He was jest goin' to set
off somethin' to explode when he was nailed.
Come to try an' save the boy, Ls'pose."
"What's that?"
Mosley arose to his feet and showed t;h.at he was
really startled.
"That's right," went on Mack, and then he pro~eeded to tell the whole story, or as much as he
knew of it.
But the other two helped him out where he was
1-cking, and the leader of the sheep herders lis.
:'&ned in amazement.
"I can't understand how a heathen could come
sneakin' up to the camp lqokin' for the kid," he
declared. "In the first place, I never knowed
there was a heathen within a hundred miles of the
Big B Ranch. Mighty funny thing. But," he
added, "it sorter looks as if he come there for that
purpose. What in thunder did he want to set off
anything to make a big noise an' a lot of smoke
for if it wasn't to git the kid away?"
"That's it exactly," Mack declared. "But he
seems to be a mighty innocent heathen, at that.
He said he had got lost from the party he was
with, an' that when he seen we was strangers he
felt like playin' a trick on us."
"Well, I sorter think he might have told the
truth in sayin' that, 'cause it's one sure thing
tllat no heathen could know about the kid bein'
st.olen. Everything was all right when you left,
then?"
"It sartinly was. With three to take care of
'em, I reckon the kid an' the heathen had to stay
there, especially when the heathen was tied so he
eouldn't move."
"I wish I could git back there an' see jest how
things are myself. But I don't dare to leave here
DOW."

"You'll have to leave, anyhow, putty soon,
They'll be after us hot afore the
clay's over."
"That's so, too. You fellers jest wait here a
ttle while, an' I'll sneak out an' see what they're

won't you?

ap

to."

The others nodded, so Mosley, who was nothing if not a man who was as daring as he was
desperate, slipped away among the rocks and soon
:went out of the ravine. He was gone perhaps ten
minutes, and when he returned his face lighted up
'iri a smile.
"Everything is all right jest now," he declared.
"They've gone. I kin see spots of blood on the

ground, too, which shows that I hit one of 'em.
Now then, I reckon the best thing we kin do is to
go on to the camp. We'll git the boys on the move
right away, an' we'll drive the sheep on to the
woods. If anything happens so we can't help it,
we'll_have to leave 'em, that's all. I want that
boy for a purpose. I didn't tell you what I stole
him for any more than I expected to make some
money out of it. But that ain't it altogether. I'll
let you know a little later. I swore I'd have revenge on Bennett, an' I reckon I'm gittin' it now
for fair."
They looked at him questioningly, but Mosley
was not inclined to say anything further on the
subject. Walking over to where the horses had
been left, the four mounted, and then rode rapidly through the ravine. The distance to the camp
was something like a couple of miles, and when
they reached it they found things about the same
as Mack and the two men had left them. Hop
was lying upon the ground, bound hand and foot,
and the boy was sitting dejectedly upon the
blanket. One of those left at the camp had found
. Hop's horse while Mack and the others were
away. The animal was tied near the rest, and,
noticing it, Mosley nodded in a puzzled way, and
said:
"Blamed if I ever seen that nag before. It
sa1-tinly don't belong at the Big B Ranch. The
heathen is a sti·anger in these parts for fair.
Where did he come from is what I'd like to
know?"
"Me comee flom China," Hop piped just then,
while a hopeful look shone on his yellow .face.
"As if I didn't think you come -from China,
heathen," the leader snapped. "But how did you
come to be around here? That's the question."
"Me comee with plenty Melican men, so be. Me
and my blother allee samee velly muchee cookee.
Me gittee lost. Tly to findee um Melican men and
comee here. Me velly smartee Chinee. Wan tee
havee lillee fun, so makee biggee bang."
"That's all nonsense what he's sayin', Mosley,"
Mack declared, looking scornfully at the captive.
"He come here to try an' git the kid away from
us."
"Me no knowee um kid," Hop. .declared, as he
looked1at the boy prisoner. "Me wantee go away,
so be."
"Maybe it was the heathen's friends what was
doin' the shootin'," one of the others who had remained at the camp suggel!ted, as he looked at the
leader.
"NoLit wasn't," came the quick reply. "It was
six corboys belongin' to the Big B. - I seen 'em,
an' I reckon I made no mistake about it. They
have been followin' the sheep trail, too. But I
allowed that they wasn't goin' to git into the
ravine if I could help it, so I opened fire on 'em
jest as they showed up. Then there was some
· shootin'. They ·done the mo~ of it, but there
wasn't one of 'em as come nigh hfttin' me, though
I did plug one of them. But come on. We can't
afford to stay here. Let's git away as soon as
possible."
While the others were getting their horses, Mosley stepped over and proceeaed to untie him.
"Heathen," he said, somewhat sternly, "I don't
know wehther you have been lyin' or tellin' the
tru ~. but it's jest the same. You're goin' witb
us. U that s.ettles it."

(

:,
10

,.

'j

I),

. ,..

I•~

•

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE RANCHMAN'S BOY

"You no lettee me go to findee my fliends?" long in getting right at the edge of the narro
Hop asked, as if he was disappointed.
]:\lace. He listened for a full minute, and heari
"Not jest now I won't. I reckon you have got nothing, ventured to creep through. Once he_ g
to help drive sheep for a while."
about ten feet, and the width broadened consi
Hop's horse was led up, and when he was told erably. Lying flat upon the ground, he loo
to mount he quickly did so. The big revolver that around, listening at the same time. But as fa
had been taken from him lay upon the ground, as his eyesight and hearing went, there was
and, looking at it, the Chinaman said :
one anywhere near him. The boy waited a litt
"Me likee havee um gun, so be. Me no gottee longer, and then selecting a stone about the sf
bullets in um gun. No hurtee somebody."
of an egg, he raised himself to his knees an
Mosley picked up the revolver. Then he exam- hurled it into some bushes straight ahead. Th
ined the cylinder, and finding no bullets there, stone made considerable noise as it fell, and wen
he became so curious that he used a horse-shoe rattling down a little hill. But it brought no
nail, which he took from one of his pockets, and sponse, and after waiting another minute, YQu
pulled out the wadding, only to see some brownish Wild West decided that the sheep herders had lett
powder fall out.
the place. Rising to his feet, his ever-ready re"Funny way to have a gun loaded," he said, ,volver in his hand, he looked straight ahead, an
turning to one .of the men who was watching him. then called out:
"He jest said he didn't have no bullets in it. an'
"Come on, boys."
he's right. I'll jest fire a shot an' see what it's
Ready in case the villains suddenly appeared
like."
·
and opened fire on him. he stood there. But n
Then he turned the muzzle of the weapon in the such tliing happened. Certainly the herders h
air a'nd pulled the trigger. As the report rang left the vicinity. The rest came on through, th
out a stream of red fire shot from the muzzle, cowboys acting somewhat gingerly, Charlie w
·which caused the sheep herders to open their eyes leading the sorrel stallion, and -the moment he
in amazement.
came up the young deadshot sprang into the sad"Vellv muchee fireworks, so be," Hop declared dle.
smilingly. "Me allee samee velly smartee Chinee.
"Now then, boys," he said, nodding to the foreDo plenty workee in um factory where lev makee man and his cowboys, "you just ride right along,
plenty fireworks in China, so be. Makee bigee fire- and be ready to shoot at an instant's notice. You
clackers and evelythling else."
must remember that it is no sure thing that MOSJ.
Mosley grinned.
ley, as you call him, has the missing boy in hiil
"I reckon I kin understand it a little now, possession. But the fact that you were attacked
boys," he said. "The heathen was tellin' you the as you reached. the mouth of the ravine here
truth. Most likely the. thing he exploded was makes it appear that he has. However, there
made by him, an' from the way he talks he has might be other reasons for the men acting that
a notion of playin' tricks on people sometimes. way. Of course, they know they have no right t~
But it's all right. We'll take him with us. There permit the sheep to graze upon the range, and it
ain't nothin' else to do."
is possible that they think you have come to drive
"Me wantee go back to my fliends, so ·be," Hop them away."
declared.
"They have been told two or three times to git
·
"You're goin' with us," Mosley dedared, and off the Big B range," one of the cowboys declared.
then he thrust the revolver in his belt, not giving
"Yes, but they wouldn't put up a fight if we
it to the owner after all.
started to run 'em off, I'm sartin," Happy Pete
He quickly mounted his horse, and then wait- declared. "They've got the kid, an' I know it."
ing until the kidnaped boy had been lifted bef?re
Wild felt the same way. But he was not going
him he gave the word and they all rode off, gomg to say so just then. The party rode on throug.p.
f.ro~nc'. the bend in the ravine and ascending the the ravine, halting now and then to look for the
slope upon which some of the sheep .were still to hoofprints of the horses belonging to the herders-. .
br. seen. The main part of the herd had kept well They could see tracks leading both ways, and this
out upon the open streteih toward the w?ods, '.1nd caused them to study the trail more closely. Bqt
noticing this, Mosley gave a nod of sat1sfact1on. there was only one thing about it, and that was
"Now then, boys, git 'em goin' a little bit. I'm that they had gone on through, so they at length
goin' to hang well back an' ~eep a watch," he said. set out, and keeping close to the brook, rode on
until finally they reached the spot where the villains had been camped. The fire that had bee
kindled to make the coffee just as ,Hop Wah discovered the blaze had been extinguished long
CHAPTER V.-In the Woods.
fore this. The fact was those left in charge of
Young Wild West with his partners and the five the two prisoners had finished the cooking, and
cowboys wei::e not long in reaching the spot where after eating what they wanted to, had wrapped
the shooting had taken place. When the boy saw the rest in a sack so the others might have it later
how n~rrow the entrance to the ravine was he on.
The ashes were still warm when Young Wil4
became somewhat cautious.
"Certainly a bad place to ride through," he re- West dismounte,p. and knelt upon the ground. If
marked to Charlie and Jim. "If the sheep herd- ha11pened that our friends had been too far ~wa
ers are still there I reckon we had better go a to hear the loud report made by Hop's firecracke
little slow. Just wait here. I'll try and find out or possibly the high walls of rock that lay
tween had kept them from hearing it. But wh
how things are."
The boy quickly dismounted, leaving the rest in the young deadshot· looked over the ground a
the saddle. He moved slightly to the right, and found bits of burned paper, it struck him ri
t.hen passing around among the rocks, was not away as being somewhat curious.
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"Jim," he said, as Dart stepped over to where

he was kneeling upon the ground, "what does this
stuff look like?"

"Very much like the remains of one of Hop's
firecrackers," the boy answered quickly.
"Just what I was thinking. Now then, do you
suppose the heathen could have been here?"
"It's either some pieces left from one of them
blamed ehathen's firecrackers, or the waddin'
from a gun thats' loaded with a ramrod," Cheyenne Charlie declared, as he came and picked up
two or three of the tiny pieces of burned paper.
"One of them herders has got an old muzzleloadin' rifle, I think," Happy Pete said. "He's
been shootin' at somethin' here. US<:!d paper for
waddin', I s'pose."
But Wild hardly believed this. He made a further search and, finding more of the bits of paper,
he became convinced that Hop Wah had been
there and had set off one of his home-made crackers. But it was a sort of mystery as to how the
Chinaman could have got there so quickly. Certainly he had not come the way the rest had. It
was just about half an hour after the sheep herders had vacated the spot with their nrisoners that
our friends came upon the scene. This showed
that the short cut the clever Chinee had made
amounted to considerable. Wild decided that there
was nothing to do but to follow the trail, so he
mounted Spitfire and, waiting for the rest to get
into the saddle, he started ahead. As he rounded
the sha1·p bend and saw the slope before him, he
gave a nod of satisfaction, and said:
"Here we are, boys. The sheep were driven up
his way."
But instead of riding- directly up the slope, he
went along to the other side, ke<!ping hir, eyes
fixed upon the ground. The ground happened to
be soft 1·ight there, and when he notii:ed tl1e fresh
hoofprints of a horse coming from the other direction, he quickly dismounted, at the same time
holding up his hand for his friends to wait. The
boy went on for a distance of perha"s forty feet,
and then thoroughly convinced that a horse had
come from the other end of the ravine, he concluded that Hop Wah really had been on the scene.
"Boys," he said. nodding to Charlie and Jim,
"the heathen has been here as sure as anything.
He came throtlgh the ravine this way. vVe will
jm;t look around now and see if we can find the
same hoofprints among the others going un the

niill."

It is a difficult matter to distinguish one hoofJ>!int from another, hut they all knew just how
Hop's piebald cayuse was shod, and they convinced themselves after looking about a little that
the Chinaman had ridden that way straight to
the camp, and then had come back and kept on
up the slope with the rest of the horses. After a
while they rode on up to the level stretch abovP,
&Rd then as they looked acros5 the almost level
plain toward the timber beyond, they saw two men
m the act of driving a dozen or more sheep into
the woods. If they had been a minute later they
surely would have missed this. The fact that they
ere so close to the sheep herders now spurr-ed
them on, for,the young deadshot now felt that the
rescue of the boy was near at hand.
"Come on, boys!" he exclaimed, and then he set
out at a swift gallop, the sorrel stallion throw}>ack his ears and showing how willing he was
·
to quickly reach the woods.
('
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The cowboys all had good horses, but not one of
them could manage to keep up with Young Wild
West's. For that matter, Charlie and Jim kept
falling back, and finally when he had covered a
couple of miles Wild slackened the pace so they
might overtake him. Then he proceeded on at a
more leisurely gait, and they all rode up to the
woods. They had barely reached it when they
could hear the bleating of sheep, so they knew
that the animals had not been driven very far
after reaching the place. The horses and sheep
that had preceded them had made it easy traveling through the underbrush, and into the thick
woods they made their way. Before they had covered a hundred yards they found themselves 1·ig-ht
, in the midst of a big herd of sheep. But the1·e
were no horses or men to be seen anywhere.
"They've been here, boys," the young deadshot
said, as he nodded his head. "They've got the
boy all right, and are trying to get away with
him. They are trying hard, too, but I 1·eckon they
won't get very far."
Happy Pete held up his rifle and smiled grimly.
"This here is ready for Mosley, Young Wild
Wes.t !" he exclaimed. "Jest let me git · close
enongh to draw a bead on him, especially if I
know he's got little Frank -Bennett with him."
"Don't be in a hurry to s}ioot even if you find
that he ha·s," was the reply. "A bullet can go
straight ~ometimes. and there is no need of running the risk of hitting the boy."
"AU right, I won't do no shootin', unless you
tell me to. ' How will that do?"
"That's all right."
When they got through the sheep, which ·scattered · and got out of the way in a hurry, they
quickly picked up the tniil made by the hor5es.
At first it was rather diff cult in g etting through
the thick woods, bd before they had gone a quarter of a mile the·, came upon a wide path, which
one of the cowboys sai<l had been made by cattle
that had strayed at different times into the wood'
and been driven back to the range a!{ain.
"How far does the woods run?;' Wild asked the
f9reman.
"Somethin' like eight miles. It keeps goin' up
all the time, 2s you kin ,:ee. \Ve're on the side
of what they call Little Mountain. Putty wild up
near the top. Plenty of caves an' sich like. I
s'pose Mosley\ headin' there 'cause lie wants to
.
hide somewhere."
"That's his idea, undoubtedly. I den't know
how much of a start he has of us. but it looks as
if he might succeed in finding a hiding place before we can get to them. But we'll keep on, just
the same. I don't mean to go back to the -ranch
until we have found the boy."
"Good! I'm willin' to stay all night an' all day
tomorrow, for my part."
The other cowboys declared that they would,
too, so the young deadshot felt confident that he
would not be deserted, even if the search was prolonged to the next day. They followed the cattle
path for nearly a mile, and then the sharp eyes
of the young deadshot made the discovery that
the horsemen had left it, turning sharply to the
left.
"This way," he called out, as he turned his horse
in that direction.
As Spitfire went ahead between the lowbranched trees, a rifle shot rang out from ·a short
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distance ahea.d, and a bullet whizzed past the head
of the dashing young deadshot.
"Look out, boys!" he exclaimed, as he reined
in the sorrel and unslung his rifle. "I reckon
there is going to be some shooting -done right
away."
Crang ! Another sho~ was heard, and the bullet clipped a leaf from a tree a foot over the boy's
head. It seemed that the sheep herders had been
cornered.
CHAPTER VI.-The Sheep Herders' Hiding
Place.

,

Mosley had not kidnaped the ranchman's boy
on a sudden im_pulse. He had planned it for several day!,, and he had what he considered to be
a snug hiding place to hold the boy until he decided what he shou1d do with him. The villainous
sheep herder had fostered the desire for revenge
all these year&, and when he learned one day that
Dick Bennett was a prosperous ranchman and had
a boy of fourteen, it struck him that about the
hardest blow he could strike outside of killing
the man himself was to steal the boy. At the
other side of the big timber patch Young Wild
West and his comp:mions trailed the sheen herders to where was ,,.,,ite a stretch -of low land with
a wide st:team flowing in a crooked course
through it.
Probably a hundred yards distant from th e
stream there was an old log shanty which had
been long since abandoned. Thi s was built against
the side· of a hill. and a rear door opened into ·a
commodious cave that had ~bcen formed by the
hands of nature. Just who had inhabited the old
structure the sheep herder did not know, but when
he discovered it he decided right away that it
would an1:wer his purnose if he could get possession of the boy. While the herd of sheep were
grazing and destroying the grass upon the cattle
ranges lying about, he 'made frequent trips to the
shanty, and being somewhat of a wood-'¥orker and
a sort of genius as well, he had so arranged things
that th~ door that opened into the cave "'as no
longer noticeable, though it was there just the
same.
By moving a single log the door would open
into the cave. This cave extended probably a
hundred feet in irregular form to a wide opening
at the other side of the rocky hill among a growth
of trees and bushes. Mosley felt that in case he
was tracked to the shanty he could easily take
refuge in the caYe and make it appear that the
tumble-down buiMing was deserted. It was for
this place he wa:;; heading when he led the way
from the ravine. The sheep could not be made
to travel very fast. however, and long befere they
got over th,e kl ~1 stretch he reached the woods.
But there were h"ti> men left behind to keep the
herd going, and S'4tisfied that even if they were
overtaken by the C<2'Wboys from the Big B Ranch,
they cou1d convil'lee them that they knew nothing
about the boy, ht! rode on into the woods, the boy
still upon the horse with him. ·
Hop Wau ~sUI. i,e(!n tied to his own horse. He
was somewhat dejected, but never once gave up
the thought that he would eventually make his escape and taki-- the boy with him. It was a long
ride through the woods, but when they finally
reachod the other side and crossed the shallow

stream, the Chinaman, who had been listening
everything that was said by the sheep herders,
became satisfied that their destination was ve
close at hand. Into a hollow the villains rod
taking -their prisoners with them, and then i
less than a minute the old log cabin was sighte
As they rode up to it and came to a halt, Mosle
nodded to his chief man and said:
"Here we are, Mack. I reckon we got the best
of them, didn't we? They'll. never find the boy:
now, that's sure."
"You bet they won't,'' came the reply.
"What dq you mean to do with me?" Frank
Bennett a sked, for even though he had been greatly frightened, he was now comparatively calm.
"I ain't made up my mind yet, kid. But there s
one thing sartin, your father an' mother won't
never see you alive ag'in. I'm havin' my revenge
all right."
The boy said no more, though his face paled
slightly.
"Wh_attee you do with me, Misler Mosley?" Hop
a •ked mnocently, as he looked inquiringly at the
·
leader of the sheep herders.
"I think I said I wanted you to cook for us, or
somethin' like that. Maybe you kin do somethin'
to amuse us, too. Any heathen that would make
up his mind to play a trick on strangers oughter
be somewhat amusin'."
"Me velly smartee Chinee."
. "You are, eh? Well, I ain't doubtin' it. You
have showed already that you have got a leanin'
that way. Now then, I'm gain' to tell you on(,!
thing. If you try to git away you'll git shot. You
don't want to die. an' I know it."
"Lat light, Misler Mos1ey. Me no wantee die.
Me be velly _goodee Chinee. No try to lun away."
·
"All right, see that you don't."
Moslev dismounted, and without being told to
do so, the boy followed his example. He stood
before the door of the log shanty looking at Hop
as Mosley untied the rope that held him fast to
the horse. It was plain tha-t Frank Bennett
looked to the Chinaman to help him, though he
said nothing to that effect.
"Velly muchee 'bligee, Misler Mosley," Hop
said blandly, as he slid to the g~ound and then
stretched himself to get his muscles into play
once more.
"You are, eh? Well, all right. I'll give you a chance to show what good you are after a whiJe."
Then the sheep herder thought for a moment,
and calling Mack aside, he whispered so low to
him that neither Hop nor the boy could overhear
the words. What he said to him was that he was
going to take the heathen and the boy around to
the regular entrance to the cave, and not let them
know that it was connected with the shanty. Possibly Mack could not see the wisdom of this, but'
Whatever the
if he did not he said nothing.
leader advised was all right, so he simply nodded
his approval.
"Mack," Mosley said, as he turned to take the
boy by the arm, "you kin stay here at your shant}'!
till the rest of us come back. We're goin' to take
the heathen an' kid to the cave over here."
"All right, Mosley," was the reply.
"Come on, kid," the villain said, gruffly, and
then he took hold of the bridle of his horse .an4
started on through the bushes that happened te
be so plentiful right there.
One of the others forced Hop to come al,on&
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with his horse, and they all went with the exception of Mack, who remained standing before the
shanty.
· Around among the bushes and rocks they made
their way until they came to the mouth of the
cave, which opened upon the side of a bank where
the vines and bushes were so thick that at fhst
sight one would hardly have discovered it.
"Here's where you are going to be kept for a
while, kid," Mosley said to the boy, and then he
frowned darkly. "It won't be very light in there,
but I reckon 'it will be good enough for you. Come
·...ap heathen. You're goin' in here for a while, too."
"Me no wantee go in um dark place, so be," Hop
declared, shrugging his shoulders.
"It makes no difference whether you want to go
or not. Come on."
"Allee light. Me velly goodee Chinee. Me -do
evelything you say, Misler Mosley. Maybe you
-velly nicee Melican man."
"Maybe I am, an' maybe I ain'-t," retorted the
vilalin significantly. "You jest try to git away
an' yoljllJ. find out that I ain't as nice as I might
be. I'd just as leave shoot you as not. Now then,
you kin act accordingly."
"Me no tly to git away, so be."
Into the cave they went, and once they were
inside it the light was shut out so that they could
t see things plainly. The horses had been left
utside, but Mosley knew exactly where he was
going. He led the way around a natural support of i'ock which seemed to be there . for the
express purpose of preventing the earth and rock
overhead from tumbling in and filling up the
big opening, . and then entered what might have
been called a fairly decent apartment formed by
nature.
It was- dry there, too, and having become accustomed to the semi-~arkness, the two prisoners
were able to see blankets hanging upon a rope
that was stretched across from one rock to another, and also piles of leaves and -dry grass,
making it look very much as if the place was
intended for a sleeping apartment. In order to
enter this particular part of the cave it was
necessary to come through an opening that was
~cely more than ten feet in width.
The natural roof was not very high there,
either, Mosely being forced to stoop a little, for
he was rather a tall man.
"Now then," the villain said, once they were
inside, "you're here, an' here's where you're goin' to stay until I make up my mind what I'm
goin' to do with you. Don't think you kin go out
of here, 'cause there will be a man right out
ere on the watch the whole time. If it ain't one
of my ganj!,' it will be another, an' his orde-rs will
be to shoot any one that tries to leave without me
tellin' 'em first they kin do it. There ain't no use
in tellin' you any more. But mind you, kid, it
6on't make a whole lot of difference to me if you
try to git away, 'cause if one of my men has to
shoot you that will settle the whole thing, an'
then it will be mighty sure that your father an'
mother won't never see you alive again."
· Tl;e words rang out ominous and threatening to
the boy, and he shivered slightly as he looked at
the villainous sheep herder. Hop, on the other
hand, did not seem to mind what was said one
'bit. All he wanted was to be permitted to have
the freedom of his hands and feet. He would take
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the chances of getting away, even if a man was
on guard all the time.
"Jack," Mosley saip. to one of his followe r s, "I'll
leave you here for the present. I'm goin' out
now to see if the boys has got the sheep over
this way yet. I know it will be quite a littl,e
job gittin' 'em through the woods. But there's
plenty of good grass over here for 'em. I rigged
it for that purpose, you know. They kin .hang
on for about three weeks around here, an' in
that time I reckon my revenge will be about
complete."
"All right, Mosley," the man called Ja<:k answered. "I'll stay right her~.- - - - - "You don't have to stay right here with the
two unless you want to. But don't go f.ar enough
away to give 'em a chance to make a run for it.
I'd rather not have the boy killed just yet, an'
as far as the Chinaman goes, I'm goin' to see
if I can't make him useful to us afore he's hung
or shot."
.
"You no killee me," Hop spoke up, acting the
part of a very frightened heathen.
"Pshaw, heathen! What do you amount to, any
more than YO\l might make a little fun for us,
an' possibly cook up a good meal if you had the
right kind of stuff to do it with. Now jest shut
up, an' take it easy. I don't care where you
come from or who your friends are, I'm goin' to
be on the lookout for 'em."
"Me gottee velly goodee fliends, Misler Mosley.
You likee lem vellv muchee when you see lem."
"Yes, I s'pose so," and the sheep herder smiled.
Leaving the man called Jack in the cave with
the two prisoners, Mosley left it, followed by the
rest. But instead of going out by the way thay
had entered, he turned sharply to the right and
walking to a distance of about forty feet th;ough
a rather narrow passage, came to the secret door
in the back of the log shanty. He tapped upon
the door with the butt of his revolver, and almost immediately it swung open, letting in quite
a flood of light, since there were a couple of
windows in the shanty and the door at the front
was wide open. There stood Mack, and he looked
expectantly at the leader as he stepped through
inside the shanty.
"I've been thinkin', Mosley," he said, in a low
tone of voice, "maybe it's all right not to let
'em know that the cave is right back of the
shanty. It might be that the heathen would git
away an' be able to tell somebody about it."
"It might be that the heathen will git away
some time or other, but he will be at liberty
to tell all about it when that happens. We won't
be here, I think," and Mosely chuckled softly~
There was not :rµuch in the way of furnishings
in the one room the shanty contained. An old
rusty stove that was hardly fit for use was in a
corner, and the pipe that led upward from it
was in such a bad state that it seemed doubtful
if it would form any draught if a fire was kindled
in the stove. But this made no diffE!1:'ence to the
sheep herders. They did not intend to use the
stove. They were willing to build a fire outside
somewhere when they wanted to do their cooking.
Just now, however, they were not thinking of
doing that. They had been pursued by cowboys
from the Big B Ranch, and they must be on the
watch for them to appear. Mosley walked to the
door and looked out. Everything was quiet, and
not a thing could he see of the two men who
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had been left behind . to drive the sheep. Some of
the sheep had come on through the woods, and
could be seen a short distance away gathered
about the stream of water.
"Go an' git the horses, boys," Mosley said, as he
nodded to his companions. "I rec'kon we had better ride up and see how things are gettin' on.''
All but Mack promptly started around toward
the entrance of the cave, and in a very short time
they came back leading their horses.
"We don't want that one. Hide him somewhere," the leader said, pointing to Hop's piebald
cayuse.
"I'd better tie him so he kin git a chance to eat
the grass, hadn't I, cap?"'the man asked.
"Sartinly. Take off the saddle an' bridle an'
chuck 'em in the cave back there. Then you kin
go an' tell Jack, who is on guard, about it, so he'll
understand what you have done."
"All right," and away the man went, leading
the horse with him.
When he came back the rest had mounted and
were readv to leave. "rhe next minute they all
rode off, ci·ossing the stream and taking the back
trail through the woods. Before they were half
through they hea1·d the sheep coming on the run.
At Mosley's order they swung off to the right, so
as to not interfere with the approach of the
frightened animals, and then a little further on
one of the men who had been left to drive the
;;heep came riding through the undergrowth. He
appeared to be in very much of a hurry, and
when he saw his companions approaching he gave
a cry of joy.
"What's the matter, Terry?" Mosley asked, for
he could tell right away that something was de-,
cidedly wrong.
"Bill got shot. They're hot after us," came the
reply, as the man dashed up and brought his
.
horse to a halt.
"Is that so? How manv of them are after us?"
"Nine or ten. I should say. I couldn't count
'em exactly. Bill hung back a little after we seen
'em comin' an' fired a couple of shots. Then one
of 'em took a chance at him an' dropped him as
clean as anything. The bullet plugged him right
between the two eyes, an' I don't know if poor
Bill knowed what struck him. Most of the sheep
is back there in the woods. I couldn't stay there
any longer, 'cause I didn't feel as if I was born
to be shot in a hurry."
"Too bad!" Mosley exclaimed, his brow darkening. "I did hope to git through this business
without losin' a man. But it's all night, Terry.
We'll make 'em pay for killin' Bill. I believe I'll
iO a little further now. I'll bupi Dick Bennett's
'lanch afore I'm through."
The venomous words came from the lips of the
i.heep herder in· a sort of hiss, and his eyes
flashed, showing that he meant what he said. But
nothing like fear was shown by him. He was
ready to meet the pursuers, and he quickly ordered his men to dismount and place themselves
in ambush.
"Now then, let 'em come," he said, as he
crouched behind a tree, his rifle in readiness.
G-•.APTER VIL-A Man's Change of Hea1-t.
Hop Wah remained strangely silent after the
cfeparture of Mosley and his men. Jack, the man
-h,-, ,,,,.,1 hP.P.n 1-,ft on 1tu:ud. sat down uuon a

stone right at the--entrance to the rocky apartment, and proceeded to light his pipe. The boJ
walked about uneasily for a minute or two, and
then becoming thoroughly discouraged, sank dowaupon a pile of leaves. He had been looking
sharply at the Chinaman right along, but since
Hop was not incHned to say anything, he decided
that it was because the man was present, and
hence he saw nothing better to do than to lie
down. Jack puffed away in silence for fully five
minutes. Then nodding to the Chinaman, he said:
"Well, ·heathen, what do you think about th·
here thing, anyhow?"
"Me no likee," came the quick reply.
"Don't like it, eh? That's funny," and Jack
laughed hoarsely.
"Me velly smartee Chinee," Hop ventured, and·
then he started toward him.
The boy arose to a silting posture and looked on.
eagerly, for the voices seemed to cause his spirits
to rise . .
"Where um Melican men go?" Hop asked, as he
squatted do.wn within four feet of the guard.
"They're around somewhere. Most likely in the
shanty we passed when we come around here,"
was the reply.
"You keepee um sheep in um shanty, so be?"
Hop asked, affecting to be very curious.
"Keep the sheep in that shanty? That's a foo~
·
question, heathen."
"Um Melican men livee in um shanty, len?"
"Sometimes. But we ain't goin' to stay here
·
very long, so don't think that."
, "V~llv bad _business when Misler Mosley takee
um hllee Mehcan boy," and Hop shook his head
and nodded toward Frank.
Jack shrugged his shoulders.
"I'm sorter thinkin' that way myself. But it
sems that M-0slev hal; had a grudge agin' the kid's
father for a long time, an' he allowed that the
best thing he could do to git square would be tc.
steal the kid. But I don't see what was the use
in doin' it, either. Sartinly I wouldn't want to see
the little feller hurt. He can't help it if his ,father
was an enemy of Mosley's."
"Lat light, Misler Jack. You velly nicee Meli,.
can man."
"Oh, don't think that I'm goin' to Jet the kid git
away," the man answered quickly. "I'm true to
my leader every time, an' if either you or the kid
tries to git out of here, I'll shoot you jest as
Mosley told me to."
: 'Allee light, Misler Jack. Maybe you likee
havee cigar. You pipe no smokee some more."
Jack looked at his pipe and found that it really
was out. He had been puffing~away so long that
the tobacco had become exhausted.
"Got a cigar, eh? It's a wonder it -ain't all
broke up after the rough handlin' you got."
"Um cigar allee light," Hop declared, as he
handed him a big black cigar.
"A Mexican smoker, I reckon," Jack said, as
he took it. "Cracked a little, but most likely it
will do. Much obliged, heathen. Now then, d-0n't
think you're gittin' on the right side of me by
treatin' me to a cigar, .'cause I'll shoot you jest a.
·
quick as you try to git away."
"You ..:~ay lat beforJ, Misler Jack. You . velly
goodee 1v1elican man. Me no wantee gittee ''v;ay.
:Me waitee till Misler Mosley comee. Maybe he
tellee me go findee um horses."
"Ma:vbe he will an' maybe he won't."
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Then Jack struck a match and lighted the cigar.
Hop went back and sat down close to .the boy, who
was looking on with no little interest. The cigar
the Chinaman had given to the man·on guard contained a quantity of gunpowder as well as some
powder that would cause a bright red flash when
exploded. The clever Chinee was getting ready
to make an attempt to get away, and he, of course,
wanted to take the boy prisoner with him. Some
of the pockets on the inside of his jacket were
what might be called secret ones, and cigars were
thrust in them as well as other small articles
that he considered useful to him. The wrapper
the cigar being cracked, air was admitted to
e inside, and it did not puff very freely.
But it kept on burning just the same, and .when
about a quarter of an inch had been burned away
there was a sudden flash, followed by a dull report, and the rocky chamber was filled with a
bright glare for the fraction of a second. Hop
seized the boy by the arm the very instant this
happened, an·d started straight for the gu~rd,
since there was no other way to get outside.
Taken completely by surprise, Jack had tumbled
over backward. ·But it happened that just as he
was getting upon his feet the Chinaman collided
with him, and making a grab with both hands;
the surprised sheep herder not only seized the
Chinaman, but got hold of the boy as well. He
made a de_s perate lurch, and upset them both.
hoking and gasping from the smoke, he held on,
owing that he was going to be true to Mosley,
as he hifd said he intended to be.
"Hip hi!" Hop exclaimed, kicking violently and
striking at the man.
.
But a ·sharp cry told him that one of his blows
]anded upon the boy, so he promptly ceased. In
a few seconds he felt cold steel pressing against
his forehead, and then the voice of Jack hissed:
"I oughter shoot you, heathen, but I ain't goin'
to do it. You tried to git away all right, an' you
was goin' to take the boy with you."
"Me velly solly, Misler Jack. Me no tly some
more so be. Me velly goodee Chinee," came from
the Chinaman, who now really was frightened.
"Don't kill us. don't kill us!" Frank Bennett
called out pleadingly.
.
"I ain't goin' to kill you, kid. But I oughter kill
the heathen. Now then, kid, you jest ~it right
""-t,ver where you was, an' hurry up about it."
•
As quickly as . he released him . Frank hurri~d
back to the pile of leaves. The place Wl!-S still
partly filled with smoke, but Jack's eyes were
pretty keen, it seemed, and probably he could see
a little better than either the boy or Hop.
"Heathen," he said, as he pulled the Chinaman
to his feet, "you git back there. It was a mighty
slick thing you done jest now. You give me a
cigar that was ~xed up with fireworks, an,' it s~rtinly did surpi;1se me m?re than anyth~ng, I ve
had done to me m a long time. But you didn t get
away, heathen."
"Allee light, Misler Jack. Maybe you wantee
another cigar. Me givee you velly goodee one lis
timee. No go bang and makee plenty led fire, so

be."

"No morn cigars, heathen. I don't want nothin'
· JOU have got. I ain't goin' to bother with any~ n g what's in your pockets, either, 'cause I believe you have got pizen there as well as things
that will explode an' knock a feller half silly."
'"Me velly smartee Chinee, Misler Jack."

15

Hop was much relieved, however, when he
found he was going to get off so easily. His little
plan had failed, but he was not at all disheartened, and what he meant to do now was to simply
yrnit until he got another oppl
!1ity. It must
have been that Jack feared the \.-,1,naman a little
or he surely would not have been satisfied to let
it go in this way. Probably he thought of the
rather queer explosion that occurred in the camp
in the ravine. Anyhow, he stood close to Hop
and looked solemn enough as he gazed at the smiling heathen's face.
"You velly nicee Melican man, Misler Jack,"
Hop declared. "You knowee velly well me wantee
gittee 'way flom here. You no gittee mad when
me tly. Maybe me no tly some more, so be."
"Maybe you won't. Jest now you said you
wouldn't. But of course I wasn't believin' you
•when you said it. I know you'll try ag'in, ·so you
kin bet I'm goin' to keep a mighty good watch on
you."
"You can let us go, anyway, if you want to,"
the boy said, as he arose to his feet and took a
step toward the man. "Suppose we had managed
to get away. You could have told how it was,
and Mosley would have believed you."
"Yes, he might have believed me all right, kid.
But what do you s'pose he would have done to me
for lettin' you git away? I happen to know that
Mosley is a putty bad man when he gits mad. He
would have felt like killin' me for lettin' you git
away, an' most likely he would have done it."
"Da you mean to say that you would have permitted him to kill you?"
As Frank Bennett said this he took a step
closer as if to get a better look at the mans' face.
The words struck deep.
"Well, that's a funny question to ask, kid. Come
to think of it, I don't know as I would let anyone
kill me without tryin' to stop it. But then you
know Mosley is a sort of boss over me."
"You shouldn't let him be a boss over you. He
had no right to sneak into my home and overpower me while I was in bed like he did last night.
I saw the faces of the two men with him. You
were not there, I am sure."
"No, I wasn't in the house, kid. But I was
outside an' not very far away."
"No man with the least bit of honesty in him
would stand by one who would do a thing like
that."
· "What's that you're sayin'; kid?" and Jack
hung his head a little and fell to thinking.
'"I'm sure t'here is a lot of good in you, Mr.
Jack," the boy went on, almost pleadingli. "You
surely are not going to let that man kill me just
because he hates my father."
"I don't know as he's goin' to kill you, kid."
"He certainly means to do it. What else could
he do with me? I certainly never would go with
him anywhere willingly. He has already said that
my father and mother will never see me alive
again."
"Yes, but that don't mean that it will be so,"
and Jack fidgeted 1;1neasily with his feet.
"Lat allee light, Misler Jack. We havee lillee
smokee, so be," Hop spoke up. "Me gottee two or
thlee velly goodee cigars."
_
"See here, heathen," and Jack spoke sternly
now and shook a warning finger at the Celestial,
"you had better not try anything like that ag'in."
"Misler Jack," Hop declared earnestly, ''me
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givee you velly goodee cigar, so be. If you fmdee
it no goodee, len you shootee me velly · muchee
quickee."
(
"I wouldn't smoke a cigar that you give me,
heathen. Even if it didn't have powder in, it
would be drugged or somethin' like that. That's
what it is, most likely. You want me to smoke a
cigar so I'll go to sleep, an' then you kin git
away."
"Allee light, len me smokee, so be."
"You kin s:tnoke as much as you want to. But
dont' try to git away ag'in, that's what I'm tellin'
you."
Jack now took a seat on a rock before the two,
and showed that he meant to stay there and make
sure that the two prisoners had no chance of leaving the cave. Hop squatted upon the ground and
lighted a cigar. He smoked away complacently,
and after a short silence turned to the boy and
began telling him a story of one of his remarkable
adventures in China. It was a rather peculiar
story, with no head or tail to it, but it interested
Frank Bennett just the same. When Hop had
concluded it the boy was slightly puzzled, however, and he began asking him questions.
"Lat allee light," Hop declared, shaking his
head. "Lat allee samee Chinee stoly. Velly
muchee diffelent fl.om Melican stoly."
"Heathen," the guard spoke up laughingly,
"most folks would take you for a fool. But
blamed if I think vou are. You're jest itchin' to
git the best of me an' git out of here, ain't you?"
"Lat light, Misler Jack. Me wantee gittee outtee velly muchee quickee."
"Well, I'll t ell you what I'll do, kid," and Jack
turned to the boy. "I've been thinkin' a whole
lot in the past few minutes, an' blamed if I ain't
about made up my mind to let you two go. But
if I do, I s'pose I've got to go, too, 'cause it won't
never do for me to stay here tifi Mosley gits back.
He sartinly would feel like shootin' me, an' unless
I shot him first, most likely he would do it, too.
Now then, if you'll promise me one thing I'll let
you have the chance to git away."
"What is it, Mr. Jack?" the boy asked eagerly.
"All's I want you to promise me is that if Mosley ketches you you'll tell him that the heathen
give me a cigar that exploded when I was smokin' it, which won't be no lie. Then you kin say
that the heathen got you out of the cave afore I
· knowed what was happenin'. There won't be
muc11 of a lie about it, kid, an' it might be the
mea:iu of savin' my life if Mosleo:,r ever ketchei;
me."
..
"I promise you to tell him that, Mr. Jack."
"Me plomise, too, so be, Misler Jack," Hop
spoke up delightedly.
"All right, then. I'm goin' to light out right
away. Mosley owes me a little money, but I don't
care about that. I'll jest git my horse al)' strike
out. If he happens to ketch me I'll tell hlim that
I was huntin' for you two. Then I'll ,j,ake my
chance) on what will foller. Good-by, kid. Goodby, heathen. I ain't sich a bad feller, after all."
Tais was wholly unexpected to the two, but
both knew that what the boy had said to the man
had impressed him deeply and set him to thinking
as probably he had not done in a long time before.
Jack started to leave the rocky chamber, hesitated
a moment and then went on out hurriedly. That
was the last Hop and Frank Bennett ever saw of
Jack, but they both wished him good luck, and sin-

cerely hoped that he turned out to be a better
man.
"Comee on, lillee boy," Hop said, as the footsteps of Jack died out. "We go velly muchee
quickee."
"All right," the boy answered eagerly. "I will
follow yoll'. You are a very brave Chinaman. I
never heard of one like you before."
"Lat allee light. Me velly sroartee Chinee, too,
so be."
Out the two went, making their way through
the big cave toward its mouth. When they got ·
there they paused. and then Hop quickly discovered his horse tied among the bushes. He ru
quickly to the animal, and finding that the sadd
and bridle had been removed, he told the boy to
look around for them. Frank quickly spied them
lying upon the ground a short distance inside the
cave, and he ran and got them. Then he assisted
the · Chinaman in saddling the horse, his faoe
fairly beaming with delight, though he trembled
slightly every time he looked in the direction of
the log shanty. Hop lifted him upon the back of
the horse, and then mounted after him. The
Chinaman knew the way back to the ranch, but
he dared not go in the direction he had come for
fear of meeting the sheep herders.
"We go lis way, lillee boy," he said, pointing to
the south. "Len pletty soonee we findee outtee
where um lanch is."
Frank nodded, and then they rode away.

•
CHAPTER VIII.-Arietta and the Ranchman
Join in the Search.
Ranchman Bennett became filled with a desire
to go and help in the search for the kidnaped boy.
Strange as it may seem, he became stronger every
minute after listeninp; to the reassuring words of
the girls.
"I don't doubt that Young Wild West will do
his level bestr'' he declared, when half an hour
had elapsed since the young deadshot and his
partners left the ranch. "I know I could ride all
right once I got upon my horse. I have a strong
notion of following them, so I can be on hand and
~nd my assistance in case it is need'ed. They
will find the sheep herders, that's sure, for unless
they leave their sheep and ride on, they can't go
very fast. I hardly think Mosley would lose all
his sheep even for the sake of getting revenge."
"You had better stay here, Dick," his wife spoke
up. "You are not fit for anything like this."
"Never you mind now, my dear. You have been
crying your eyes out for Frank. It gave me such
a shock that it took the strength right out of me,
too. But it's coming back fast now. I'm going,
and that's all there is to it."
Then he turned and limped toward the door,
showing that, beyond the sprained ankle, he really
was in pretty fair condition. ,
"Mr. Bennett," Young Wild West's sweetheart
spoke up quickly as she ran over and laid a hand
upon his shoulders, "if you insist upon going, let
me go with you."
"Y~u!" and the ranchman looked at the ~l ill
surpnse.
,...,.
"Yes. It isn't the first time I've set out to lend
a hand where it was needed. Why, I can shed
about as well as most men, and I am not one bll
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afraid, either. Another thing, I hardly think the
sheep herder s would offer to harm me, since I am
only a girl."
"Well, well!" Bennett exclaimed, looking at
Anna and Eloise, as if he could not quite understand it.
"If Ar ietta says she wants to go, there is no
use in trying to persuade her to stay here," the
scout's wife spoke up.
"Well, if she wants to go I suppose I ain't got
no right to tell her she can't. But I'm going, anyhow."
Then Bennett r a n over and kissed his wife,
after which he hurried to the door and went out
Arietta followed him, making
of the house.
straight for the little corral where the horses had
been taken. She looked about for Hop or Wing to
catch her horse for her, and finally found Wing
lying asleep on a pile of hay under a shed near
at hand. The girl quickly aroused him.
"Where is Hop?" she asked.
"Me no knowee," was the reply, as the Chinaman rubbed his eyes and arose to his feet.
"I want my horse right away."
"And I want mine, too, m:y heathen friend,"
Bennett spoke up, for he was right there by this
time. "I'll tell you which one it is. Here, take
this rope and catch him."
"Allee light," Wing answered, though he was
not at all an expert about catching horses, even
if they were in a corral. But it happened that the
ranchman's horse was rather gentle, and it permitted Wing to catch it easily enough. There was
little or no trouble about Arietta's, for the girl
merely had to call it and the white broncho ran
to the gate. Then with the a ssistance of Wing
the fwo horses were quickly saddled and bridled.
The ranchman had a little difficulty in mounting,
since his ankle pained him considerably. But
once he got into thfil saddle he declared he was all
right.
"One thing I forgot, Miss," he said •to Arietta.
"I ought t o h ave a rifle."
'!I brought mine with me," the girl answered,
showing him the weapon. "I always take it when
I am going on a hunt, whether it is for game or
,
kidnapers."
She l aughed light ly as she said thts, and Bennett looked at her in amazement and admiration.
" You go findee um boy, Missee Alietta ?" Wing
asked .
"We are goil1g to try and help find him, Wing,"
was the reply.
"Me t hlinkee Hop go, too, so be. He say he go,
and his horse allee same e gone."
"That is just abollt what he n as done," the girl
declared, as she nodded to the ranchman. "Hop
is always lucky, t oo, about such things. If there
is much t rouble about recovering the boy, Mr.
Bennett, I am sure t hat Hop will help a lot. I do
hope they will have found him befor e we iget
ther e."
"Get where, miss?" Bennet t asked, shaking his
head doubtingly.
" Why, to the place t hey have taken him."
"Oh! I know what you mean. I was thinking
that you had some p articular pla ce in mind where
they might h ave t aken F rank. I don't know
where it could be, t hough," he added, with a shrug
of the shoulder s. "There'-s lots of caves at the
foot of the mountain over there, and most likely

1
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they could have got thete before this. There's
where I'm thinking they must have takea him."
"If they have, Wild and the rest are pretty
close behind them."
"Why1 they haven't had much more than half
start."
an hours
"That is true enough. But they rida hard, you
know."
"Yes," and then Bennett said no more, but
turned his horse and rode away.
Arietta rode along after him and, hot upon the
trail, they pursued their way. Bennett had not
gone to the house to get his rifle, after all. But
he was provided with a revolver and his hunting-knif~, and he seemed to be satisfied, since the
girl had one:
"Say, miss," he said, when they had been riding
for about half an hour, "maybe 7-ou had better let
me carry that rifle. I'm sure I m steady enough
to do some shoQting if it has to be done."
"Never mind about that, M-r. Bennett. You
haven't quite recovered from your illness, a,ai;l I'm
sure I can shoot as well as you can. Now say no
more about it. The chances are the shootina will
all be over when we find Wild and the others."
That settled that part of it. Bennett had nothing further to say on the subject. The two continu_ed on, having no difficulty at all in following
the trail, and gradually the afternoon passed.
When : they finally came to the big timber patch
and discovered the body of a man lying on the
ground, they knew there had been some shooting
done.
"That's one of the sheep herders, as sure as
anything," Bennett de clared, a s he leaned from
the back of his horse and looked at the silent
form. "I'm glad it isn't one of my boys. I hope
none of them got hurt. Been some tearing around
in the bushes here, all right, but most likely the
sheep did it."
The cowboy who had been wounded must have
taken a shorter cut, or Arietta and Bennett would
have met him, so they had no chance of finding
out ~nything that had occurred until they came
up with the party. Half way through the timber
Bennett became somewhat dizzy.
"Miss," he said, a s he brought his hors" to a
halt, "I'm not feeling just right. But I reckon it
will pass over with if I stop for a minute or two."
Then he leaned forward on his horse's neck.
while the girl rode up close so she would be abie
to catch him in case he fainted. But the r anchman quickly threw off the feeling, and sat upright.
in the saddle aga in.
"It's all right, miss. There isn't anything like
will power. I know I'm not a s st r ong as I ought
to be, because that f ever set me back a little. I
don't mind the little pain there is in my ankle.
We'll go on. If I only can find my boy I'll oe all
right."
Out thi:ough the woods they r ode, fo]k,wing the
sheep trail, and finally they came t o the other side
of it. Then when they caught sight of the shtep
gathered on the banks of the stream, lt,tn became
·
very cautious.
"Mr. Bennett," A rietta said, as she rode forward and touched the man on t he arm, "I am going to ask you t o let me t ake charge. "
"Take charge ! What do you mean by that '! ''
"In other words. I want you t o do a·s I sav."
"Well, I su ppose I'll have to g ive in to· yoa,,
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then, as I'm not in just the right shape to do a
whole lot myself."
"I know you'rq, Aot. Now then, ·please dismount
and remain right here until I look around a bit.
It strikes me that the sheep herders can't be very
far away. Here are the sheep."
"But where's Young Wild West and his pards
and my men:"
"That's what I am going to try and find out.
Now will you do as I tell you?"
"I suppose so, miss."
"But I want you to promise that you will stay
here until I r-eturn."
· "All right, I'll :i,romise you that."
"Very well," and then the girl quickly slipped
to the ground and assisted him to dismount.
She led him to a spot on the mossy bank underneath a wide-spreading tree. Then she tied the
horse so it could jl,'l'aze upon the grass, and then
mounting again, rode over toward the sheep. The
animals did not Jay the least attention to her.
They were feeding right well just then., and were
not going to be disturbed by anyone, unless driving was begun. Arietta forded the stream, and
then as luck would have it came upon a fresh trail
that had been made by horses. She started to
ride along the bank, and then she suddenly came
in sight of a log shanty. But that was not all.
Standing in front of it, their horses near at hand,
were Young Wild West and his partners and the
cowboys.
"Wild!" the girl cried, and then she started at
a gallop toward them.
"Why, what does this mean, little girl?" the
young deadshot answered, as he came running to
meet her.
"Mr. Bennett insisted upon following you, so I
came with him," was the reply, as she brought her
horse to a halt.
"Mr. Bennett! Where is he, then?"
"I left him the other side of the stream. But
how did you make out, Wild? Did you find the
boy yet?"
"No, little girl. We had a scrimmage with .
some of the herders the other side of the woods.
Charlie shot one of them, but they got away. We
followed the trail through the woods and then
came to this place. The villains have been here,
but they certainly are not here now, for the
shanty is empty. We took our time about finding
that much out, but there is one sure thing, they've
gone on and reft the sheep."
"Have you found their trail?"
"Yes, we know which way they went. We were
just going to start after them when you showed
up so unexpectt·dly."
"All right, Wild. I'll go with you. I'm sure
Mr. Bennett can wait a while."
Charlie and Jim were, of course, nQt greatly
surprised to see the young deadshot's sweetheart
appear, but Happy Pete and the cowboys shook
their heads, for it seemed to them that it was not
alJ;ogether the right place for a young girl. However, ·they soon got over this, al_ld then all hands
!Jtarted on the trail, which led around toward the
cave, and then to the south. No one thought of
going into the cave to look for anyone tbere. But
if they had done so they would '. simply have dis.icvered that it was vacated, though evidences of
someone having been there lately would have been
discovered.
Thev were now nroceeding in exactlv the same

direction as Hop and Frank Bennett had taken.
But there were so many hoofprints there that it
was more evident that the sheep herders had gone
that way, too, probably on the track of Hop's
horse. Net knowing anything of what had occurred, our hero and his companions simply
thought that the sheep herders still had the boy
a prisoner, and were trying to get away with him.
For half a mile the trail continued almost due
south. Then it veered sharply to the right, and,
following it, they were not long in coming to the
stream of water, which happened to be more narrow and quite deep at that point. The trail
turned back in almost the same direction they
had come from then, but Wild did not hesitate
about following it.
"It looks as if they went around that way for
the purpose of throwing us off the scent," the
young deadshot remarked to the scout as he
dropped back close to him.
"If they done that they sartinly didn't make
out very well about hidin' their trail," was the
rer,ly.
'Well. I can't understand why they should take
the trouble to ride around that way and then turn
back almost directly toward the log shanty. But
we'll follow the trail, for that's the only way to
find them. Certainlv they couldn't have been very
many minutes ahead of us."
There was quite a bend about a hundred yards
above them. A projection of earth and rock ran
out almost to the edge of the water, and it being
a score or more feet in height, it shut off what
lay beyond. Wild was the first to reach this, and
as he brought his horse down to a walk to go
around the bend, he caught the sound of excited
voices. Instantly he threw up his hands for his
companions to halt, and then he backed his horse
and dismounted.
"I reckon we have got them!" he exclaimed, his
eyes lighting up with satisfaction. "Just take it
easy now, everybody. I'll go around the bend on
foot and find out."
The cowboys nodded eagerly, and then Wild
without the least hesitation advanced and made
his way around the projection. A short distance
from the bank of the stream he saw a number
of men and horses at a halt. They were the sheep
herders, and they had dismounted. He looked
them over quickly and found they numbered just
five. But certainly there was no boy prisoner
there. Back he crept to his companions, and then
mounting his horse, bade them follow him at a
walk, and make as little noise as possible. Wild,
Charlie and Jim got well around the bend before
the sheep herders saw them. They made a move
as if to open fire, but the young deadshot's rifle
was at his shoulder in a twinkling, and he called
out:
"Hands up! We've got you dead to rights."
\-\.rietta had them covered, too; and when Charlie and Jim came dashing upon the scene the sheep
herders gave in. Dismayed and confused, they
looked at the young deadshot and those with him,
not one offering to say a word.
"Hanqs up, I said!" Wild commanded.
Up went their hands. Seeing that there was no
chance for them to get away, or put up a fight,
the boy dismounted.
"Which of you is Mosley?" he asked, stepping
toward them.
j
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"Mosl~y ain.'t here," answered the man called
Mack.
"Where is he?"
"He went up that way a litle while ago," nodding up the creek.
"'What became of the boy?"
"We don't know, an' Mosley don't eithe:r, The
boy g.o t away, an' so did the heathen Chmee we
caught."
Wild gave a start.
.
"Heathen Chinee, you say?" he asked, looking
sharply at the villains. "What do you mean
anyhow?"
.
"I thought as how you knowed all a,9out it. The
heathen ni.ust belong to your crowd.
Wild knew very well that it was Hop the man
referred to, and so did Arietta and hi& partn~rR.
There was nothing surprising about the Ch1!laman being there, _since he _had a way of domg
queer things sometimes. Anetta knew pretty well
that he had started out on his own hook to search
for the kidnapped boy, and she quickly told Wild
about it.
b
,,
"Just take care of this bunch of rascals, oys,
the young deadshot said, nodding to his partnE;rS
and the cowboy&. "I'll go and find Mosley. Quite
likely he is trying to get away with
b?Y·" .
"No he ain't " declared Mack.
W mt a mmute y~ung felle; an' I'll tell you all about it. We
ain:t' got nothin'' to do with this- piece of business
of stealin' the boy from the ranch. It was all
Mosley's <loin's. We're honest men, we are. We
make our livin' by raisin' sheep an' sellin' 'em.
But I'll tell you that Mosley took the boy an' the
Chinee we caught an' left 'em somewhere. Then
after a little scrimmage in the woods we all come
to look for 'em, findin' that they was gone, an'
the man what was left to watch 'em was gone, too.
That's all I know about it, honest, it is."
Wild did not know whether to believe him or
not but he thought it possible that ~e man was
lyi~g, so he quickly mounted his horse and started
to ride away.
"Wait, Wild," Arietta ca-lled out. "I am going
with you."
"All right, little girl," was the reply, and then
the two started off at a gallop.

;pe

CHAPTER IX. A Desperate Struggle
As Mack had said, the sheep herde1·s had returned to the log shanty, and the first thing
Mosley did was to E;nter the cave and .see if ~is
prisoners were all right. What was his surpnse
to find them both missing. Jack also had vanished in some mysterious way and, amazed and
angered the villain hurried out through the cave
only to 'find the Chinaman's horse was gone. He
ran back to his men and hurriedly told them the
startling news.
"Jack has took pity on the kid, that's all," he
declared, his eyes flashing fire. "Jest wait tni I
git close enough to draw a bead in him. I'll put
an end to him all right. He's gone an' let the
kid go, after he knowed I never intended that
his father an' mother should see him alive ag'in.
An' that fool- of a heathen has gone too. But
jest wait."
.
"Maybe they got'away without Jack lettin' 'em
do it," Mack ventured, for he knew the character
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of J ~ck pretty well, and felt that he would not
prove a tra,tor, even if it was a business he
was mixed up in that he did not altogether like.
"They couldnt git away, not if he was watchin'
'em," roared the leader. "Come orr. We've got
to look for 'em. We'll jest pick up the trail. an '
mighty soon ketch 'em."
Then he gripped hi1,
horse by the bridle and started back toward the
cave. It was easy enough for him to see fres'h
hoofprints that had been made by the two horses
that had left there but a short time before.
Once he found the · direction they led to, he
mounted, ·and then bidding his men follow, rodE>
on, keeping his gaze fixed upon the ground. It
"was not very far he went before he saw that on~
of the horses had turned off to the left, while the
other continued on straight down the side of th(~
creek. A halt was called, and then after a short
consultation Mosley said:
"The rest of you go on to the left, I'll go on
down the creek. I sorter think this is the way
Jack went. Since none of you seems to think l
oughter put an end to him, you needn't be thert>
when it's done. Go on now, an' I'll meet you
half a mile below in the hollow." No one dissented, so Mosley rode on, keeping on the trail
that ran almost parallel with the stream. The
rest went to the left, as he directed. But one of
them declared that he knew Jack had gone that,
way because his horse was minus a shoe, and the
hoofprint showed up plainly.
"Wht do you think about it, Mack?" he said,
after he had convinced them that ·he was right.
"I don't believe Jack had anything to do with
lettin' the kid and the heathen go," was the repl.-y.
"Another thing, even if he ._did, what right ha,'l
Mo's ley got to make us run the risk of gittin'
ropes around our necks jest 'causi he wants to
git revenge on a man what never done anything
to us? I for one ain't goin' no further." The
faces of the rest lit up instantly, showing that
they thoroughly agreed with the sentiment expressed
Mack.
"I'll tel you what we'll do," the latter went on,
after a pause. "We'll ride on around an' stop
in the hollow Mosley told us to go to. It won't.
hurt if we lie an' say we lost the trail, will it?"
"No, no," came the response. All right, then.
Come on. I ain't goin' to say another word on
the subject. We're all sati~fied that it was Jack
what went to the left an' that means that it must
have been the heathen's horse what went on down
the other way. Come on. We'll work our way
around an' git where he told us to, an' then wait
an' see what happens." This was sti·ictly adhered
to, and the villains had not been in the hollow a
great while before they were su:rprised by Young
Wild West, as has already been recorded. Mean while Mosley had continued on the trail Hop's
horse had made. Sometimes he would lose it, but
he was sure to pick it up again, and the result
was that he found where the Chinaman had turned and headed back in the direction of the shanty
"It's Jack all right," he muttered, his eyes blazing with satisfaction. "He let the two go, and
most likely when l find him he'll try to tell mn
that he couldn't h elp it. But that won't work
I'll fix him if I never do another thing as long
as I live." He rode on until he was within a
quarter of a mile of the log shanty, and then
what was his surprise to see a horse carrying i.
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double burden step out of the bushes and start
to cross the little stream. It was Hop Wah and
Frank Bennett.
"Thunder!" the sheep herder gasped, as he reined in" his steed and raised his rifle: " There's
the two prisoners, anyhow. I must have made
a mistake. It was Jack what went the other way.
But it's all i:ight. I'll git that kid ag'in, an' while
I'm at it I'll put a finish to him, an' then my
revenge will be complete." The villain might
easily have shot the boy and the Chinaman, but
he did not choose to do this. He wanted to catch
them both alive. Not that · he desired to put an
end to the heathen so much, · but he seemed to
glory in the thought of torturing the boy before
he cut his life short.
There was no question but that Mosley was a
villain through and through, and nothing was so
vile or criminal that he would not stoop to it. The
hatred he bore "Ranchman Bennett blazed furiously
now, and urging his horse forward, he started in
pursuit. Just why Hop had chosen to turn back
in that direction can only be explained by. suggesting that he thought he might come upon
Young Wild West by doing so. Anyhow, he had
chosen that course. His horse was Just half way
across the creek when Hop and Frank heard the
clatter of hoofs. They turned and saw Mosley galloping swiftly toward them.
"Hip hi!" exclaimed the Chinaman, excitedly.
"Um bad Melican man allee samee comee velly
muchee quickee. We gottee bully uppee."
"Yes, yes," the boy cried, excitedly. "Let us
get to the other side." Throu~h the water the
piebald cayuse floundered, reachmg the bank just
as Mosley got to the other side, preparatory to
crossing the stream. The plunge the animal made
in getting upon the bank caused the boy to lose
his balance, and he fell off,
"Hip hi!" shouted Hop, and then he tried to
rein in the horse. · But it was too much frightened
to be stopped very easily, and as the Chinaman
thought quickly, he decided that since ·the boy was
bound to be captui-ed, it would be bet,ter if he
could get away. Then he might do something
tater on.
He rode on at a gallop, and just as he did so a
man was seen hurrying toward the creek. It
was no other tpan Dick Bennett, the ranchman.
He had been waiting patiently undei- the tree
where Arietta had left him, and when he saw his
boy riding across the stream :with the Chinaman,
he had lost no time in starting to meet them. But
he saw Mosley also, and though he was weak
from the severe 'illness he had experienced, his
eyes blazed with a determination to save his child
even though he had to kill his enemy. Revolver
in hand, the ranchman hunied along, and when
he was within a hundred feet of where t he boy
had tumbled from the horse, he called out :
"Frank, F r ank! " Frank had been partly stunned by the fall, but he recognized the voice of
his fath er instantly and attempted to r ise. He
foll back again, and then after rubbing his eyes
succeeded in getting upon his feet. But by the
time he ha d done this Mosley had reached that
side of the creek .
" Hands up, you sneakin' · hound !" he yelled,
savagely, a:, he covered the ranchman with his
rifle. Inste~ J of obeying the command, Bennett
p(ll.ped bac, ~ -Lind a big tree that was close at

hand. Crang! Mosley fired a shot, and the bullet
chipped a piece of bark from the tree. Then
he sprang from the saddle, regardless of the fact
that his horse was loping toward the high ground.
Sprawling he went upon the ground, the rifle
flying from his grasp. A number of sheep were
grazing on the other side of the creek, but they
did not appear to notice what was going on at
all. It was good feeding for them and, used to
all sorts of things, they were not going to let anything like that interfere with them.
.
Mosley had made a miss of it. Of course, e
had intended to alight upon his feet, but when
he went rolling upon the ground it was differ~nt.
But he was not stunned, even though he might
have been somewhat confused. He ml).de a grab
for his revolver, and then staggered to his feet.
At that very m.Pment Bennett pounced upon him,
and the two engaged in a struggle. Little Frank
began shouting for help, and then tried to assist
his father. But Bennett was altogether too weak
_to hold his own with the ·savage sheep herder,
though he clung to him desperately. The two
swayed back and forth, the ranchman showing he
was the weaker, and gradually they got to the
edge of the bank.
Frank seized his father and tried to pull him
back, but he was unable to do so, and with a
loud splash the two men fell into the water, which
was but a f ew inches in depth at that point. In
the brief struggle both men had lost their revolvers, but each as supplied with a huntingknife. As Bennett wriggled free from the grasp
o~ his . savage assailant for a moment, he drew
his kmfe. But he ·was not quick enough, and
Mosley grabbed it from his hand.
"Ha!" he exclaimed. "l'v~ got you at my mercy
now. I don't know but what this is the best of
it all. You thought yourself mighty smart when
you lied about me and got the girl I wanted to
marry you. You married her all right, and maybe you might have lived happy with her, as far
as I know .. But I don't care whether you did or
not. She had a little son, and he grew up until
he got quite big. There he is standin' there now
about scared to death. I waited an' waited, Bennett, an' at last my time came. Last night I
sneaked up in the early mornin' hours an' stole
the kid from you. I did think that neither you
nor the woman would ever set eyes on hi mag'in
while he's alive. But I was mistaken in that.
He~s alive yet, an' he's standin' there, not knowing what to do. Maybe if he was a little bigger
he would tackle me right here in the water an'
help put at end to me. But it seems that you
don't amout to nothin' more than a straw in
my hands, Bennett. I s'pose I'm about t en times
stronger than I'd be at any other time. I've got
you, an' I'm goin' to kill you inside of two minutes.'
·
"Help, help! " Frank shouted, excitedly, a s he
ran down to the waters edge.
" Keep away, kid," commanded MosJey, a s he
permitted Bennett to rise to his knees. Regardless of t he command, Frank jumped into the pool
and st a rted wading ankle-d eep toward the two.
A thl'eatening move with the knife caused him
to stop, and he began screaming at the tcip of ·
his voice for help. The r anchman, thoroughly
weakened, made a f eeble effort to rise to his feet,
but dropped back.
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"Ha ha, ha!" laughed the sheep herder, mockingly. '• "You're all but gone now, ain't you?
Well, I may as well finish you, an' then I'll fix
the boy." He made a threatening move with the
knife, but lowered his arr!) and let it hang at _his
side for a moment. Acting upon a sucfden impulse, the boy s~epped thr~>Ugh the wat~r, and
quick as a flash seized the knife and pulled it from
the villain's hand. He hurled it toward the center of the stream and as Mos1ey turned to catch
him, Bennett rolied over and succeeded in getting upon his feet. But that was all it amouunted
to. With a growl like that of a savage beast, the
sheep herder turned upon him and, seizing him
hurled him upon his back in the water.

CHAPTER X.-Wild and Arietta to the Rescue.
Young Wild West and his sweetheart went
galloping along the bank of the creek in the
direction of the sheep herders said Mosley had
taken a short time before. They had almost
reached the log shanty when a scream was heard,
coming it seemed from the other side of the pool,
for such it might be called at that spot, since the
stream widened somewhat there and the water
.
was still.
"What was · that, Wild?" Arietta asked, as she
got up close to the young deadshot. Before he
could make a 1·eply the scream rang out again,
and then he located where it came from exactly.
"Some one wants help, little girl," he said, as
he started his horse at a faster pace. "Come
on."' As might be supposed, the screams they
heard came from Frank Bennett, for at• that
very moment tl'!.e fierce struggle in the water was
taking place. The young deadshot and his brave
sweetheart rode on. But they kept a little too
close to the bank of the stream, and it happened
that a big tree had fallen, preventing them from
riding past it.
"Whoa, Spitfire!" the young deadshot exclaimed,
and then he hurried to dismount. Arietta followed his example, and then the two quickly
climbed over the tree and rounded a big bunch
of bushes. Down a slope they ran, seeing the
flock of sheep close at hand as they did so, but
not yet coming in sight of what was going on in
the water: The shouts of the boy brought them
hurriedly to the pool. Wild was first to get there,
and he saw the ranchman and the sheep herder
in a desperate struggle. Down went the two in
the water, Mosley on top. A cry of joy came
from the boy when he saw Young Wild West
coming to the rescue.
"Hurry!" he shouted. "The man will kill my
father'. " Wild waved his hand assuringly, and
then ran to the bank and leaped into the water.
A quick blow from his fist sent Mosley upon his
back. Then the boy quickly pulled the ranchman from the water, at the same time drawing
his gun with his left hand. But it was hardly
necessary for him to cover the surprised villain,
for Arietta was now upon the bank and had her
rifle leveled at him.
"Just in time, Mr. Bennett," Wild said, in his
cool and easy way, as he carried the man to the
bank. "He was going to grown you, eh?" Bennett made some s9rt of gasping reply, for he
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was really unable to speak, since some of the
water had been forced down his throat. The boy
ran to assist him, and seeing that he was all
right, Wild turned his attention to the sheep
·
herder.
" "Mr. Mosley," he said, in his cool and easy way,
I am mighty glad to meet you. I have been
looking for you nearly all the .afternoon, and I
must say that I came upon you in the nick of
time. So you intended to kill the man you hated,
·
eh?"
1'Who are you?" Mosley demanded, savagely,
for even though he must have realized that it was
all up with him, he was very bold.
"My name is Young Wild West. But it matters not whether you have heard of me or not.
Just come ashore, please."
"You ain't got no right to interfere with my
business," was the sullen retort.
"I haven't, eh? We'll see about, that. You
come here. If you don't I'll drop you right where
you are." The villain felt for his revolver, but it
was gone. Tlien he looked for his knife. But
that had been . knocke? from his hand by Frank,
so he was entirely without a weapon. His rifle
lay upon the bank where he had laid it when he
firs~ attacked. the ranchman. There was no help
for 1t, so he silently waded to the bank and climbed
upon it.
''.So you_ are the ranchman's boy, are you?"
Anetta said, when she knew that Wild was able
to take c~~e of the sheep herder.
"Yes, ma'am," came the reply.
"I am very glad w~ found you."
"I'm much obliged to you," Frank said, his face
reddening, for it seemed that he could not think
of saying anythfng else. The girl smiled and then
knelt down beside Bennett, who was now sitting
up and fast recovering from the effects of the
tussle in the water.
"I thought I was- a goner, Miss Arietta" Bennett said, shaking his head. "I was too ·~eak to
handle myself, and he -was bound to get the best
of me. I couldn't help tackling him though when
'
I saw him coming after Frank." '
"Be calm, Mr. Bennett," she answered persuasively. "Everything is all right now.' Th!'
sheep herder has been caught, and you have got
your boy back. We'll all ride to the ranch in
a little while, and then there will be a happy time,
I am sure."
"Hip, hi, hoolay!" a voice rang .o ut from the
top of the !idle hill just then." All eye!' turned
that way, and as Hop appeared riding to the spot
'
Bennett ex~ aimed :
- "There's the Chinaman. I'm glad he's come
back. He came across the creek with Frank .
When the horse climbed to the bank, Frank fell
off. I saw that much, and theh I made up my
mind I'd better get here, because I saw Mosle;
coming across, acting like a savage." The sheen
herder stood a few yards away, his eyes turned
upon the . ground a!),d his hands hang.ing at hi!<
s1d~s . . yV1ld harl him covered, but said nothing
while his sweetheart W?.S conversing with the
ranchman. When Hop rode uo and dismounted ·
'
the young deadshot noclded to him and said:
"Well, Hon, from what I have ju:c:t heard vou
must have nlaved cmite a n:i rt in tl,is bw::iness.
So you fo11ncl thP ranchm,rn's hov, eh?"
"Me findee allee light, Misler Wild. But uni
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bad Melican man allee sarnee makee me plisoner.'
So you found the ranchman's boy, eh?"
"Lat light," and then looking straight at
Mosley, the Chinaman continued:
"He velly mad Melican man, Misler Wild. He
wantee killee um boy. He puttee um boy and me
in um cave and makee bad Melican man allee
samee watchee. Pletty soo-n ee me give um bad
Melican man '.>iggee cigar with plenty powdee in.
He smokee um cigar, and it go·bang! velly muchee
quickee. Len me take boy and lun away. Me
findee my hor~e and we We velly muchee fast, so
be.'' Hop must have felt duty bound to clear the
man called Jack of any blame, even tbough it was
not really necessary, since Mosley was now a prisoner. But he eyed the villain, and when he saw
him give a start and then turn his gaze. to the
ground again, he. knew what he said was believed.
"Where is this fellow's horse, Hop?" Wild
•
questioned.
"Me no knowee, Misler Wild. Me go lookee."
"All right, go ahead. Get the horse -and bring
it here." The Chinaman mounted again, and rode
up the hill, disappearing in the bushes. Luckily
the sheep herder's horse had not gone very far,
and he succeeded in catching it quite easily. Then
I
back he came.
"Now then, Mosley," Wild saidl as the horse
was led up, "I reckon yo.u had oetter mount."
"I reckon I won't," was the reply. "If you want
me on that horse you have got to lift me there."
"Is that so? We'll see about that. Hop, just
hold the horse by the head.''
"Allee light, Misler Wild," -and the clever Chinee
promptly obeyed. Then Wild aimed his revolver
at the ground close to the feet of the sheep
herder and pulled the trigger. Crack! The bullet
can_ie ~o close to his heels· that Mosley involuntarily Jumped out of the way. Crack! This time
a bullet grazed his heel.
"Are you going to get on that horse?" the boy
·
demanded.
. "Nol" shouted Mosley, and then he turned and
started to run away. Crack! Wild fired and clipped a lock of hair from his head with the bullet.
Mosley ca.me to a halt, his face very white.
"Hold on!" he exclaimed. "The first thing you
Jmow you'll hit me."
"Oh, is that the way you feel about it? Why,
Mosley, if I had wanted to hit you I could have
~one it the first time I fired. Now just to prove
1t to you that what I say is correct, I'll show you
something. Stand right where you are. Don't
you move an inch, for if you do it may be the
last move you'll ever make on earth."
"What are you goin' to do?" The man had
lost all his bravado now, and he stood there
. ,
actually trembling.
"I'm going to · unbuckle that belt you have
'around your waist. Now don't you move. The
villain shot a glance at the · buckle of his belt
and as he did so Young Wild West'$ revolve;
cracked. True to the mark went the bullet. The
buckle was broken in two, and the belt dropped
.
to the ground.
"If the young lady and the boy were not here
I thi~1k I would be tempted to undress you by
~hoct1-i:.g your clothes off," the youg deadshot said,
m Ms cool and easy way. "Thought I missed

you when I was firing at you, eh? Well, I reckon
you never heard of me."
"I can't say I ·e ver heard of you, young feller.
But that's enough. Don't show me nothin' further.
But if you will listen to my story maybe you
won't be so hard on me. I couldn't help <loin'
what I done last night. I had a grudge agin
that man over there, an' it was one of long
standin'. I wanted to git square."
"That's all right. You needn't try to make any
explanations whatever. I promised Mr. Bennett
and his wife also that I would do my best to run
you down and restore their boy to them. I am
glad to say that I have succeeded admirably. No
doubt most of the credit belongs to the Chinaman, for it was he who succeeded in getting the
boy from the place you hid them in."
"But you and the young lady came ju_s t in time
to save my father," Frank spoke ·up, his face now
glowing with pleasure and excitement.
"That's all right, little fellow. What you say
is true, no doubt. But I want to tell you that you
don't feel any happier about it than I do.''
"And I feel the same way," Arietta declared.
"But the happiest one of all is me!" Bennett
f'xdaimed, as he slowly got upC'n his fee:.t. "I
neyer knew that Mosley would go as far as all
this. He hated me, of cou~·se. But he had no
right to do it.''
"I had all the right in the world to do it, Bennett," cried Mosley, becoming fierce again. "I'm
awful sorry I didn't kill the kid right at the start.
Then my revenge would have been complete. J
wou.dn't care what happened to me after it. But
it seems that I had a little satisfaction, .ll.nyhow,
because the woman must have worried and cried a
whole lot, ai:i' the thought of it rn_a kes me feel
good.I'
"Shut up!" commandeq Wild, for he did not like
the way the villain was talking. "Not another
word from you. Get on that horse." This time
Mosley did not refuse. He put his foot in the
stirrup and mouned just as if he was !lbout to
ride away of his own accord.
"Et, .hold the horse while Hop ties him on," the
young deadshot said coolly. The ~irl responded,
and then Hop Wah was not lo_ng m finding sufficient cord to tie Mosley so there was no possible
chance of his getting off the horse, eitlier by trying
to do so or by accident. Bennett's horse was
flll"ther along the bank hidden from view behind
some bushes. Arietta ran over and quickly led
.i t to the spot, bringing her own at th\1 {ame time.
Wild assisted the ranchman to mount, for he was
now able to ride though of course was very weak
from what had happened a short time be±t>re.
"Mr. Bennett," the young deadshot said smilingly," I reckon you'll have enough to do to ride
alone. I'll take the boy on with me. Spitfire is
just the sort of beast to carry a double burden."
"As you please, Young Wild West. You're the
boss," was the reply. "I don't know how I'm ever
going to thank you for what you have done for
me. If it hadn't been for you I suppose I'd be
dead in the creek there, and most likely Frank
•·
would have been dead, too."
"You kin bet all you ever ownea that you both
would have been dead," Mosley cried, his eyes
fl.ashing fire.
1
"I. beli1:;ve I told you to, shut up/' Wild said,
shaking his finger warningly at him.
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"Me makee shuttee uppee!'' Hop exclamed. "He than satisfied," Cheyenne Challie spoke up, a
allee samee takce my levolver. Me no gittee broad grin showing on his tanned and weathcrbeaten face.
backee, so be."
"Nevee mind, Mi;::ler Charlie. You wantee
"I ain't got the old gun. Mack's got it," Mosley
makee foolee of um poor Chinee," and Hop looked
retorted.
"Allee light. Me finclee Mister Mackee ple~ty at him reproachfully.
The cowboys laughed heartily, for there was
soonee." Without wait.ing for her lover to assist
her Arietta mounted and then Wild lifted the something so comical about .it all that they could
not help it.
boy' up and got in the saddle before him.
Wild knew quite well tha.t the sheep would re"You hold on me, Frank," he said nodding his
head reassuringly. "I reckon you know how to main in that section just as long as there was anything for them to eat there.
•
ride, anyhow." _
What would become of the -sheep he had no idea.
"Oh, yes," was the reply. "I have ridden this
But he certainly did not care, for he felt that it
way many t:mes.
"All right, then. Now, here we go. Et, you was not his duty to even think about it or make
take the bridle of Mosley's horse, and don't let a suggestion.
He was as anxious as any cf the rest to get to
the animal get away from you."
"I'll see to -that part of it all right," was the .the ranch, and when Hop told of the short cut he
reply. Then she promptly followed Hop, forcing had made there, the party set out in that direction
"The measly coyote I shot in the woods back
the sheep herder's horse along with them.
"How about um sheep, Misler Wild?" the clever there oughter be buried, I s'pose," Cheyenne CharChinee called out, as he reached the other side he observed, as they were riding along.
"The body ought to be looked after, that's sure "
and -came to a halt.
'
"I'm sure I don't want anything to do with Wild answered, as he reined in his horse.
"I'll take a couple of the boys an' go back that
them," was the reply.
"I'll give you the whole herd if you'll tet me w3:y an' tote the body to the ranch," Happy Pete
go, Youung ~ild W~st," Mosley spoke up, be- said.
. " "That'~ right, Pete," the ranchman spoke up.
.
.
coming very wild agam.
"You must think I am easily bribed," was the - We cant do no more than to show respect for the
reply. "But .. I believe I told y~u to keep still.'.' dead. Take the body of the poor fellow to the
That settled it, and the man said no more until ranch and then I'll send around to town as quickly
they reached the spot where the rest of the gang as I can and let the sheriff come over and take
were being held prisoners by Young Wild West's charge of these fellows. I don't know what they'll
partner and the cowboys. When the latter saw d_o tQ. 'em, but I do hope Mosley will be sent up for
them coming with the rescued boy and Mosley a life, because I won't ever feel quite safe again if
prisoner, a yell went up that echoed through the he's let go."
"You can bet you won't," Mosley declared and
hollow. Happy Pete, the foreman, ran to meet
then he suddenly became desperate and pulled his
.
the sorrel stallion.
"Hello Frank!" he called out. "Come here. I hand~ free from he cords Hop had bound him with.
Anetta had let go the bridle-rein of his horse a
feel like givin' you a ~ood hug." But it was
about the same thing with the cowboys. Frank short time before that, and before she or any one
was a great favorite with them, and by the time knew what he was up to he went galloping away.
One of the cowboys was about to fire upon him
they got through with him he was more mussed
when Wild checked him.
up than ever.
But almost at the same moment the horse stum"It wasn't so bad, after all, pop," he said to
Bennett after they had all dismounted and were bled and went headlong -to he ground, rolling over
making arrangements about taking the prisoners upon the rider, who was tied to it.
That was the last of Mosley.
to the ranch. "If I had thought it was going to .
He was literally crushed to death as the horse
turn out this way, I wouldn't have been a bit
frightened. But they did scare me awful. When fell upon him, and when they dismounted and
I woke up and found a man holding his hand reached the spot, he had ceased br~athing."Mr. Bennett," the young deadshot said nodding
over my mouth, I just thought I was gone. But
it was worse yet when I was dragged out of bed to the ranchman, "I reckon you need hav~ no furand put out of the window. I didn't have a chapce ther fear of your enemy."
. A sigh ?f relief was the only reply just then.
to cry out and let you know about it. But the
Some time later the pa1·ty rode back to the
worst of it was, I suppose, when Mosley kept
telling me all the time that you and mamma would · ranch. ~twas near sunset ow, but the waiting of
never see me alive again. I did think it was awful the anxious mother was amply rewarded when she
then, and I suppose I cried a little. But now it's clasped her boy about the neck and hugged and
all right, and Young Wild West and the young sobbed over him almost hysterically.
. Of course there _was a general rejoicing at the
lady saved me. But I mustn't forget the Chinaman, though," and he turned quickly and ran to Big B R;mch, and it was late that night when our
Hop, who put out both hands and smilingly re~ friends retired.
They_ rem~ined ther~ all the next day, and had
ceived him.
"You allee light, lillee boy," Hop declared. t~e satisfaction of seemg the sheriff and some of
"Me likee you velly muchee. Maybe me makee you his men come over and take charge of the sheep
nicee lillee plesent when we gitee back to um herders, dead and alive.
k' ·
N t
·lanch."
ex wee s issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
"Make me a present! I think I will have to make
THE RIVAL OUTFITS; OR,
AND
.WEST
you one." Frank answered, looking astonished.
"Give him a bottle of tanglefoot an he'll be more ARIETT~'S FIGHT ON THE CATTLE RANGE."
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"OLD MONEY BAGS' " BOY
-OR-

A Puzzle for Wall Street
By DICK ELLISON.
CHAPTER XIII.

A Deal That Puzzled Wall Street.
"Well, you see now the value of hurrying when
told to. Now, here's a hundred dollars I'm going
to give you, to impress the· value of time upon
your mind."
"That's the best way in the world to do it, sir,"
said Tommie, "for you can bet your life I won't
forget it."
A grim smile played about the old broker's
mouth, and he said:
"Now, Tommie, let me advise you to give that
money to your mother, and tell her how you happened to make it."
"All right, sir, I'll do so. I'll give her every
penny of it."
The old man little suspected that Tommie was
to do without it, but he wanted to make sure that
the old lady got the money, so the next mornning
he asked him about it.
"I gave it all to her, sir, and told her how you
came to make me a present of it."
"What did she say, Tommie?"
"Well, she said some mighty pretty things about
you, sir. She said she'd peel my hide off my back
and legs if I didn't work hard and try and keep in
the good graces of such a man as you are. So
you see that my hide is at stake in the matter."
A.gain that grim smile swept across the old
man's face, and he asked:
"Tommie, does she often sti·ike you?"
"No, sir. I don't believe she has struck me in
five or six years. She has been a mighty good
.
mother to me."
"Well, I guess that's because you have been a
good boy, Tommie."
"Well, I've done my b~st, sir, to help her pay
expenses. Some weeks I would beat her at moneymaking, for even on rainy days newsboys can sell
papers,. when she couldn't set up her candy
stand."
A few evenings after that Tommie's mother
surprised him by saying:
"Tommie, Mr. Bedtoe stopped at my stand to>
day, and asked me if my name was Mrs. Wad·
dell."
"Great Scott!" exclaimed Tommie. "What did
you say to that, mother?"
"Why, I told him that was my name, and then
he told me who he was, and, I declar.e, it nearly
took my breath away. He bought a nickel's worth
of candy, when I really thought he was going to
buy a dollar's worth. He said that you have been
giving him good satisfaction in your work in his
office, and then he asked me if you had given me
one hundred dollars within the past week, and I
eaid that you had."
Tommie wll;~stled.
"Mothe!l, l 1L'! in luck," he said. "He made me

promise to give you that money. I told him I had
done so, but I don't think he believed me. He
wanted to know if I had lied to him."
Tommie felt like patting himself on the back
for the narrow escape he had made.
"Now, mother, as long as that is all right," he
said, "what is the matter with letting me have
that hundred dollars to speculate with in Wall
Street?"
And he tried to unfold to her the tremendous
profits of marginal speculations.
She patiently listened until he had stopped
talking, and then quietly said:
"Tommie, that money i s going to stay in the
bank. Your head has been turned by things
you've heard down in Wall Street. Those shar pers would scoop that money before you could
wink your left eye. Before you think about
speculating in stock, you want to serve several
years yet in that office."
I could
"All right, mother. I'm satisfied.
make money fa st, though, if I just had a start."
"Nonsense. Old brokers often lose entire fortunes down there, and what could a boy like you
·
expect?"
Notwithstanding all his pleadings, she shook
her head, and said:
"No! No! It will stay right where it is."
When he went to bed, he wondered why the old
broker hadn't mentioned the $200 he had given
him some months ago. He had told her he had
given him $25, and she thought that was liberal
enough.
He told the truth so far as it went, but she believed a lie, for she believed that was all he had
received.
"It was a narrow escape," he thought to himself, "but if he had told her I would have drawn
out $175 and handed it to her. Some day I'll
surprise her, and somebody else, too, perhaps.
The old man is watching me, and I guess I ha<I,
better not forg.et that." And he didn't.
He had been studying the old broker as much
as he had the methods of Wall Street, and had come to the conclusion that he understood the old
fellow, and acted accordingly.
Several weeks passed, and things were very dull
in Wall Street.
One evening after he went home, he read an
account in an afternoon paper about a war between two factions in railroad circles, and that
each faction was trying to get control of a certain railroad.
It was a street railway company.
There were thousands of shares of the stock
on the market.
Tommie wondered if there was any chance for
one with a little money to make anything out of
it.
The next day he heard two curb-stone brokers
discussing the matter.
"I tell you, it is going to be a big fight," said
one. "They'll soon begin buying up those shares,
to hold them, for the pur pose of controlling the
road. I live in Brooklyn, and I know all abut it.
You mark my word, that those shares will go up
1;o par, and away above it, until one side or the
other gets the controlling shares."
Tommie did a lot of thinking over what he
heard, and if it was really true that rival fac,.
tions wern trying to get control of the road, why
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the stock was bound to go way up out of all reason, until one side or the other did get control. •
CHAPTER XIV.
So he w.ent to the little Nassau Street bank
and bought 1,200 shares of the stock, to the great
Tommie's Interview With the Banker.
surprise of the margin clerk.
Of course, it was not his business to ask any
Tommie sat in the office in his accustomed seat.
questions of the customers of the bank, but he He rubbed his eyes, to make sure that he wai;
couldn't resist the temptation to ask Tommie awake and not dreaming. Sometimes he would
what he was buying the stock for.
forget himself, and give a low, long whistle, ex·
"Why, for speculation, of course!" was the re- pressive of his emotions.
ply.
Once it attracted the old broker's attention, and
The margin clerk shrugged his shoulders.
he asked:
A week passed, and the stock hadn't advanced
"What's it all about, Tommie?" And the offic<·
more than fifty cents a share, and Tommie began boy looked at him inquiringly, as much as to say :
to wonder if he hadn't made a mistake.
"About what, sir?"
Two days later it had advanced only fifty cents
"What's all the whistling about?"
a share more, not enough to pay commissions to
"Oh, I was just thinking, sir, what a hit I could
the bank.
have made if I had some money to put up in marSuddenly it began going up by bounds, and a . gins on that Brooklyn Street Railway deal."
week later the war was on between the rival fac"Couldn't you borrow any from your mother!''
tions.
the old man asked, with a grim smile on his face.
He watched the papers, and found in nearly
"No, sir; she wouldn't lend a penny of it to me,
every one of them some account of the strenuous although the Good Book says that he that giveth
efforts ·of the rival factions to get control of the to the poor lendeth to the Lord."
road.
The old broker chuckled so audibly that the old
Finally it was announced in the papers that bookkeeper in the next room heard it, and turned
every share visible had been bought up, and that to his desk and said nothing more.
the rivalry was so great that only 800 more
Brokers kept coming and going all day long,
shares were needed by one faction to give it com- inquiring who the lucky man was who owned the
plete control, and those shares both sicies were 1,200 shares of the stock.
hunting for.
Many of them thought that Old Money Bag;,
Said one paper..:
himself was the owner of them, but he denied it
"There are 1,200 shares out, which can't be most emphatically. until he ~ot tired of answering
found."
questions.
Finally it was learned that the Nassau Street
He said that he wished he did know, for he'd
bank was holding 1,200 shares for a customer, like
to make the acquaintance of such a lucky
and the head of both factions called on the banker fellow.
to corroborate the story.
Finally Tommie began chuckling to himself, and
He told them he was holding the shares for a said:
customer, and that he was authorized to sell them
"Hanged if I ain't got 'em all puzzled! What
to the highest bidder.
would they think if they only knew? What would
All Wall Street became interested, and a score they say?"
of brokers put in bids.
'
Then again, the thought occurred to him .
Brokers who didn't have a share of the stock "What would mother say?"
were anxious to get hold of these shares, for the
His knowledge of the old lady answered tlt"
purpose of holding up both factions for incredible
query. She would demand every penny of thP
prices.
Brokers tried in vain to get hold of the name money as his natural guardian, and he would
of the customer, but that was a sacred trust, never have an opportunity to use any more of it'
in Wall Street.
which the bank would not betray.
She was a woman of great determination, and
The. banker announced that the bids would be
received up to three o'clock on the following ·wouldn't hesitate to take him by the collar of his
Wednesday. Then the bids would be opened, and coat and trounce him if he attempted to interfer~
with her management of things.
the shares would go to the highest bidder.
"Tom, old boy," he said to himself, "mum is the
It was something that had never occurred in
Wall Street befo1·e, and the bidding was watched word. You want to keep your mouth shut. You
can hold your own with the brokers, but not with
with the liveliest interest.
your mother. She is the worst of all."
All the bids were sealed.
The afternoon papers propounded the question
At three o'clock on the next Wednesday the
bids were opened, and the prices offered were as- in nearly every column of the day's issue :
"Who is the lucky man who owned those 1,200
tonishing.
They brought $140 a share above the price that shares? Why does he keep under cover?"
Tommie had paid for them.
The next morning one of the big dailies had a
When the report was published, Tommie fairly strong article about the great Wall Street puzzle.
caught his breath.
On his way downtown in the street car he heard
With pencil and paper, he figured up, that the men discussing the problem, workingmen, merdeal had brought him a profit of $168,000.
chants, and men in all sorts and conditions m life
"Well, if that isn't luck;," he muttered, "I don't all agreeing that he was the luckiest mai, 'IVali
know what luck is ! What in thunder am I going Street had produced in some time.
to do ,,ith ,all that money? It will be over $185,li'inally somebody learned that the lucky h11ider
000 after the bank has taken out its commisslon, had bcught the shares on a margin, hence !IE' w~
and everybody is trying to find out who made it." t·-.·id ,,;,Jy a smii 11 speculator.
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That added still more to the puzzle. ,
The banker, though, at Tommie's re.q uest, prohibited any information being g iven to the public.
He went into the bank to hear the cashier tell
him how much money he had to his credit.
Somehow or other, a lingering doubt haunted
him.
"Say, Tommie," said the cashier, "the president of the bank wants to see you."
"Well, I ·ain't got time now, for I'm on duty."
"That's all right. Come around after three
o'clock, i:to around to the side door, and you'll be
admitted."
"All right, sir. I'll be sure to come." And with
that he hurried on an errand for Old Money Bags.
He wa:. kept quite busy running to various offices with notes and messages, and everywhere he
went he heard the puzzling question as to who the
lucky fellow was that had the 1,200 shares of
Brooklyn Railway stock.
After three o'clock, when Old Money Bags had
left the office, Tommie made his way around to
the Nassau street bank, and was admitted by
some one, evidently placed at the door for the purpose.
"I want to see the president of the bank, sir,"
he said.
The man pointed to the door of the banker's of•
flee.
He found that gentleman seated at his desk.
He was rather an elderly man, with gray beard
and hair.
'
"Yes, sir."
The banker looked at him from head to feet for
a minute or two. Then he said:
"Take . a seat, Tommie." And he pointed to a
chair near the end of the desk.
Tommie sat down, holding his hat in his hand.
"My boy," said the banker, "you are the luckiest
individual in Wall Street."
"Yes, sir. I think so, too. It was good luck,
but I ain't kicking against it."
"I shouldn't think you would." And then he
proceeded to question him about his antecedents.
Tommie told him that he had been a newsboy up
to six months -p revious, and that Broker Bedloe
had given him a place as messenger and office boy
combined, when his former employee had suddenly
left him.
.
Then he told how he had gotten his first s~art,
the two hundred dollars the old broker had given
h.im for his exploit in bringing about the arrest of
the desperado, who held him up for ten thousand
doHars in his office.
"Now, Tommie, does your employer_, or a_n ybodyi
know anything about your speculations m Wal
Street?"
.
.
"No, sir. Nobody knows anythmg about it except those in your bank here, and I want them to
keep mum about it."
.
"Don't worry about that. Nothing will be given
out until you first say so."
"Well I'm not going to say so for some time
yet.
own mother doesn't know a thing about
it, and she is selling candy up on Fourteent:11
street six days in the week when the weather 1s
fair."
"Well I h ardly think you ought to let her do
that any longer, T ommie.: '
"I don't wish to, sir. But hanged if I know

My

how to stop her. If I let her known I have so
much money, she will scoop every dollar of it. You
see, I'm a minor, and she can take control of it by
law."
·
"Yes ; so she can. But can't you think of some
way to let her know that you've made, say ten
thousand dollars, and persuade her to get off the
streets?"
.
"I don't know how, sir. I'm worse puzzled over
that then the brokers are over who had those 1,200 shares. She has been a good mother to me,
and I've helped her to earn a living ever since I
was ten years old."
"Is your father living, Tommie?"
"No, sir. He had been dead seven years."
"Well, I'll tell you what I wanted to see you
about, my boy, and- that is to give you a bit of advice, based upon my long experience in Wall
Street. I notice that in your marginal speculations you put up nearly all of your money each
time."
"Well, I didn't have much, sir, and I thought
I saw a good chance."
"That's all right. But everything is a chance
in Wall Street. Your success will give you overconfidence, and the first thing you know away
will go your whole fortune by a sudden slump in
any stock you invest in. Now, when you see a
chance again, let me advise you to never put up
more than one-half of your money in margins, for
if bad luck should overtake you all your margins
would be wiped out. You see, a stock doesn't have
to decline very much to wipe out a margin."
"Yes, sir. I understand that."
"Very well, then. Always leave a nest-egg, so
that if you get squeezed you will have something
to fall back on. For marginal speculations, onehalf of your capital will be sufficient. For instance, if you put up $100,000 in margins, it will
pay you one million dollars' worth of stock. You
are in a position now to make mischief on the
Stock Exchange."
"Well, I don't wish to do that, sir. All I wish
is to quietly make a fortune."
"Well, you have done that already; quite enough
to take care of yourself and your mother, if you
never earned another dollar. You see, some of
the oldest operators in the Street frequently get
badly squeezed. Sometimes a man worth a million has to give up his seat in the Exchange and
retire from business. You have been simply
lucky."
"That's it, sir. I always have been lucky. When
selling newspapers I pitched pennies with the
other boys and was always lucky."
"Tommie, do you play craps?"
"No, sir." ·
"You are not disposed to gamble, are you?"
"No, sir. I never gambled in my life farther
than pitching pennies and speculating in stocks."
"Wen, then, let me beg you not to ever take part
in any games of chance. Of course, speculation in
Wall Street is a chance. So is everything in commercial life il) a certain sense."
The banker kept him there for nearly an hour,
and when he left he shook hands with him and saw
him to the side doo1·.
(To be col_ltinued.)
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MINIATURE RAILROAD. SHOWN IN EXHIBIT
AT SESQUI
.
A
miniature
railroad, built by scale and showNEW YORK, AUGUST 27, 1926
ing various types of trains of standard equipment
operating on four tracks representing a typical
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS section
of the roadbed, is the principal feature o.
the exhibit of the Pennsylvania Railroad opened
Bingle Copl s . • : . •.. ••.••--:-::::: . Postage Free
8cent1 recently in the Palace of Liberal Arts and Manu ·
One Co'py T_h ree llionths . • • • . • • ·;;
;; n.oo
factures at the Sesqui-Centennial International
One Copy Six llfonths . . • . . • • • • •
2.00
One Copy One Year . • . . . . . . . • • • "
4.00
Exposition in Philadelphia.
Canada, $4.50; Foreign, $5.00.
Tunnels, signal towers and other mechanical
BOW TO SEND MONEY-;--At our risk send_ l'. O.
Money Order Check or R eg1Stered Letter; remittances contrivances are shown in accurate detail and the
in any other 'way nre 11t your risk. We. accept Postage landscape is representative of the territory which
Stamps the same as cash. \Vhen seudrni.- sl!ver wrap the "Pennsy" serves. A huge painting, showing
the Coln In a separate piece or pa per to a,·oid cuttinc
the envelope. \Vrite your name and addreMs plainl7. the side view of a standard steel coach, in exact
dimensions, forms a background for the exhibit,
A.ddress. lettt!rs to
while the reception room in front of the mechani- •
WESTBURY PUBLISHING CO., Inc.
cal arrangement is furnished in the seyle used
168 W. 23rd St".';'" N. Y. C.
during the Colonial period.
FRED KNIGHT, Pres. and Treas.
R. w. MARR, Vice-Pres. and Sec.

ITEMS OF INTEREST
AEROPLANE CONCERT
An aeroplane 5,000 feet over the city of Paris
broadcast a complete concert by radio.

••

....

••

LAUGHS
"Waiter, is this beef stew or Hungarian goulash?" "Let me see. This is Wednesday, isn't it,
sir? Then it's goulash."
Nurse (taking his temperature)-Sir, you are iL
danger-your temperature is 104. Business ManWhen it reaches 105 sell.

SUNBURN BARRED
There will be no sunburned young yomen i_n th~.
Winter Garden revue , "The Great Temptat10ns.
Best Man-What's the matter! Have you lost th,•
Since the company has a dopted the practic~ of ring'! Bridegroom-The ring's all right, old ma1.
having company swims on nearly all non-matmee but i've lost my en~husiasm."
days at nearby beaches, the Winter Garden management has issued a r equest to the young women
One day last winter little Eloise was looking a ,
that they avoid sunburn.
a fa,~1 of unusu~lly large snowfl.a kes. "Oh, man,
ma I she exclaimed, "Look at the popped rair,
coming down!"
.
ROCKFELLER'S GRANDSONS RIDE
IN $200 CABIN
Sister (who had just sung for charity)-Well, 1
In keeping within their own personal means, never thought my voice would fill that big hall
two grandsons of John D. Rockfeller, one of the Freshman Brother-Neither did I. I thought it
world's richest men, got back from Europe re- would empty it.
cently in a cabin ,costing them $100 each. They
arrived on the American Merchant Line steamship
Angry Diner-You call this ,clam chowder-?
American Trader.
·
The boys were John D. Rockfeller, 3d, and Why, ther e aren't enoug h clams in it to flavor it.
Nelson Aldridge Rockfeller, sons of John D. Rock- Waiter-We don't try to flavor it, sir; all we do L
put in enough to christen it.
feller, Jr.
The American Trader is one of the line's five
expre&s freight st eamers which were r ecently
Client-I want to sue for a divorce and an al . '
partly converted into passenger carriers. Their lowance of $1,500 a year. Lawyer- What is you -·
capacity is only seventy passeng ers on the ship. husband's income? Client-It's about that. J
wouldn't ask fo r more than the man makes. I'm
not that kind.
•
TEST SOI L BEFORE F ERTILIZING
Ammonium ·nitrate performs an extremely u seEffie's Brother-Do you love my sister Effie ?
ful function in fertilizing ce1-tain crops, especially E ffie's Steady Company- Why, Willie, that is .
grasses, as it enables them to take the best ad- queer question. Why do you want to know ·:
vantage of any phosphorus compounds present in Effie's Brother-She said last night she would give
the soil. When, however, the soil is a sandy one, a dollar to know, and I'd like to scoop it in.
ammonium nitrat e is not the best fertilizer t o
use. The plants split it u p into ammonia and
nitric acid, and in a sandy soil they absorb more
" Did you notice t hat woman who just passed? · ·
ammonia than nitric a cid. This free acid, being inquired he. " The one," responded she, "with th0
left in the soil, accumulates, wit h the result that gray hat 00 the whit e feather, t he red velvet r osN
the soil is quickly r endered acid. It is therefore the mauve jacket, the black skirt , the mink fur!'
advi~able to make cert ain of the type of soil be- and the lavender spat s ?" " Yes." "Not partic ·
fore applying ammonium nitrate a s a fer tilizer. ularly."
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THE MYSTERY OF MADHURST . HOUSE
On a drowsy day in the early autumn, when
everything, from the sleepy sighing of the scarcely perceptible breeze to the doleful and monotonous chirping of the crickets, seemed to -woo the
senses to slumber with a solicitation not to be
easily resisted, particularly if one were inactive,
Gerty Merrill f ell asleep in an easy-chair, behind the curtain of young Mr. Alexander Madhurst's alcove smoking-room.
Madhurst House, as the old country residence
was called, had been the home of the Madhurst
family almost to the time "whereof the mem@ry
of man runneth not" ; at least, the old stock of
the past generations had resided there ever since
the days of Oliver Cromwell, and long before
that, if traditions faithfully handed down from
father to son were to be credited.
The present occupant of the ancient edifice,
"with modern improvements"-as the advertisements say-was Mr. Alexander Madhurst, the
sole surviving representative of the family.
Gerty Merrill, though barely turned eighteen,
was one of the most proficient and successful
female attaches of the Scotland Yard detective
service at the time of which I am telling you,
though now she is---well, never mind what she
is, I came near getting ahead of my story. You
will know all before I've finished, however, so to
proceed with the natural sequence of events as
they transpired.
One day in summer, a couple of months preceding the memorable day when "the girl spy"
fell asleep behind the curtain of the alcove at
Madhurst House, Mr. Alexander Madhurst called
upon me for professional advice and assistance.
His was a rather odd story, and this was its
substance:
"For some months past," said he, "I have lost
considerable sums of money 'from my sleepingroom. You may suppose quite naturally, that I
don't keep a great deal of money about me, but
I usually have at least fifty pounds in my pocketbook for current expenses.
"Now, invar iably, when I r etir e to sleep it
is my custom after securing the door and the
windows---my room is on the second floor-to
place my purse underneath my pillow, and yet,
although I am never disturbed dur ing the night,
at least once a week, on examini ng my pocketbook in the morning upon awakening, I find that
its contents are gone, and yet the mystery is,
who could have taken it, for both the door and
the windows I always fin d secured exa ctly a s
I left them upon retiring, and not the faintest
trace of an int r uder have I ever been able to
discover?"
Mr. Madhurst paused, and I said: " Very well,
sir, I will undertake the case, for I f eel confident tha t the mystery is in. the f act t ha t the:r;e
exists some secr et way of ingress and egress
to and from your sleeping-room, of the exist ence
ef which you are in ignorance."
Then he told me of the many additions which
had been built to the old house, which was his
aJ1cestr al home, and t hu s was mv fi rst suspicion

strengthened, and Mr. Madhurst himself coincided with my view of the case.
"I am at your service, Mr. Madhurst, for, to
say the truth, there is not much doing in the
criminal line just now, and I am at liberty to
absent myself from London for a short time. I
fancy I shall not be with you long before this
mystery is cleared up. By the wa:ic, of whom
does your household consist?" I as~d.
"Of myself, of course; a housekeeper, coachman, butler and a couple of female domestics. ·
I am sure, however, they are all innocent, for
they have served my family faithfully for many
yea rs. No--no; not for a moment do I suspect
ona of my household of complicity in the thefts
of which I have been made the victim," answered
Mr. Madhurst in a tone of conviction.
The day I left Mr. Madhurst, one of the female servants of the house--a chambermaidha d given notice that she was about to be married and would no longer continue in his employ.
Mr. Madhm;st had casually mentioned that he
,should at once advertise in the London Times for
a domestic to fill her place. I determined that
Gerty Merrill should secure the place.
I thor oughly posted her regarding the mystery which she was to attempt to solve; and, sure
enough, Mr . Madhurst's advertisement appeared,
and my quick-witted assistant managed to secure the situation.
For some time no more mysterious thefts occurred at Madhurst House, and Gerty Merrill,
who reported to me by letter, had nothing of
much importance to communicate.
A certain young gentleman-a German student
called Max Hertzhoff-who resided that summer
with his uncle in the little village of Andover,
had made Mr. Madhurst's acquaintance and became a frequent visitor at the old- homestead.
I soon found out that Hertzhoff was a student
of psychology, a chemist, and a general dabbler
in occult mysteries, which have ever found their
devotees among the students of the German universities.
Having studied Mr. Hertzhoff quietly, as occasion presented itself, until I had formed a pretty
accurate opinion of his character, I came to the
conclusion that this remarkable man had a deep
purpose in cultivating the acquaintance of Mr.
Madhurst. It then suddenly flashed upon my
mind that the German might, in some way, be
connected with the · mystery which I was seeking
to solve.
·
The day I fe el a sleep in the arm-chair behind
the alcove curtain of Mr. Madhurst's smokingroom-that drowsy autumnal day-was a time
when I m ade an unexpected discovery, as you
sha ll hear .
.
When I fell asleep, concealed by t he folds of
the cur tain,· there was no one in the alcove..
When I awoke with a start I hea rd the sound
of voices.
Mr. Ma dhurst sat with his back toward me
but I had a good half-front view of the face
the Germa n student. H e was speaking earnestly
t o Ma dhur st.
"Then you will not let me have the loan?" said
Her tzhoff.
"I assure you I am sorr y that it is not in
my power t o assist you just at this time. If
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you could wait until next month perhaps I could
let you have the amount you require, although
even then it would be an inconvenience to myself," Madhurst said.
"The delay would be fatal. I must strive to
secure the loan elsewher e. My fat her, you know,
is ignorant of my passion for the gaming-table,
and were I to solicit him to advance the money
I require it would be necessary to reveal the
truth. In that case he would probably be enraged at the knowledge and r efuse to serve me.
I think I shall try the Shylocks of the city as
a last resort."
"Perhaps you may succeed with them. I hope
so, at all events. But in a friendly way I would
advise you, Max, to let cards alone. Expert as
you are, you occasionally meet with serious losses,
and in the end the gamster generally comes to
·
poverty and want."
"That's so, Madhurst, and I think I shall try
to take your advice, which I can but acknowledge
to be excellent. The trouble with me is that the
gaming-ta ble possesses an irresistible attraction,
a sort of fa scination which can only be comprehended by the confirmed gambler."
During this conversation the German student
had kept his eyes upon the face of his companion, a nd now in amazement I beheld Mr. Madhurst's face slowly growing very pale, while
gradually his head sank down upon his breast
and his eyes closed a;; though he had suddenly
fallen asleep.
The r esult of this strange proceeding -was at
once to cause Mr. Madhurst to breathe heavily,
and ther e could now be no doubt that he was
completely oblivious to all his surroundings.
. "Now, then. to search the drawer," the German
said.
H e str ode to the far end of the alcove, out of
my sight, and heard him prying open the drawer
of Mr. Madhurst's writing-desk which stood
there. In a moment or so he reappeared.
"Ha, I have found it1" he exclaimed in an
exultant whisper.
As he spoke he placed a folded paper-which
I supposed he had taken from the drawer-in
the inside pocket of his coat.
He was gone in a moment.
I sprang to Mr. Madhurst's side and aroused
him by dashing a glass of ice-water in his face.
The young man sprang to his feet.
"Mr. Madhurst, you· have been victimized by a
clever scoundrel, who posliesses the power to
mesmerize you. After putting you into a mesmeric trance, as he did just now, your esteemed
friend, Max Hertzhoff, forced open yonder desk
and possessed himself of some paper which, from
his exultation in securing it, is, I suppose, of
·
value," I said.
Madhurst rushed to the desk. Hurriedly he
examined th ontents of the drawer, which had
out in considerable confusion.
been tossed
While he was engaged in searching the desk
I said:
"I must now introduce myself to you in my
proper character. I am a detective; one of Mr.
L--'s staff, and he sent me here to investigate.
the mystery which he failed to solve before business called him back to the city."
Mr. Madhurst was surprised and gratified at
the same time.
"I find that a check for five hundred pounds,
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which· I had drawn up in favor of a creditor of
mine who was to call upon me today, and which
is payable by my London banker to bearer, is
missing," said Mr. Madhurst.
"Not a moment must be lost. Telegraph to
your banker s that the check has been stolen, and
warn them not to pay it," I advised.
"I shall proceed to the village for that purpose at once."
Horses were brought around from the stable
and in a few minutes we were riding rapidly on
our way to the village.
. While Mr. Madhurst was sending his dispatch
I routed out the constable and proceeded to Mr.
Hertzhoff's abode.
The gentleman we wanted was not to be
found, but a farmer's boy WROm we met stated
tbat he had just passed a gentleman on horseback beyond the village who answered to Mr.
·
Hertzholf's description-.
We had not proceeded far when we heard a
deep groan from the roodside, and we saw Max
Hertzhoff lying there, with a broken leg, as we
soon discovered. He had been thrown from his
horse. We found the stol~n check in his possession.
The man made no remarks, save to curse us
heartily. He was conveyed to the village jail, and
finally confessed that he had compelled Madhurst
to steal from himself.. That is to say, duri,ng
the many months of their intimacy he had acquired such complete ·mesmeric power over :Madhurst that the latter, when he willed it, would
bring his 1·eady cash to him in the dead of night,
and, of course, without the silghtest knowledge
of what he was doing.
Thus the mystery of Madhurst House was
solved, for, of course, all the doors and windows
which he found secured each morning were, in
the mesmeric state, opened and properly (')osed
and secured by Hertzhoff's victim himself."
This is where Gerty Merrill's part of the story
·
ends.
I may add that she eventually became Mrs.
Madhurst.
WARNING
Beside the curving road I sit
And when a gentle maid
To keep a tryst goes tripping by,
Half joyous, half afraid,
I cry to her, "Oh! don't go down
To that burning Autumn wood,
For there I went with my dear love,
So tall and kind and good,
And as we stood beside a tree
Where Beauty's hand was laid
We heard bright laughter in the leaves
(And suddenly I was afraid),
For a dryad, beautiful as Dawn,
Leapt from the blushing tree
And cast on my love such a curious look
That it stale his heart from me.

"Dear, don't go down to t~at Autumn wood,
There's nothing there but pain,
For the heart a dryad steals away
Can never be won again."
(N. ·y. Times.)

REBECCA HELMAN.
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CURRENT NEWS
FIFTY WHALES PASS BIG LINER .
Passengers on the Atlantic Transport line Minnewaska, which anived recently from London,
via Cherbourg, saw a school of whales cro5s the
,ow of the ship forty miles east of Nantucket
Lightship.
1
There was a fog and the speed of the liner was
~-educed. Fifty whales were counted by the passengers, and the last one passed close to the bow.
The officer on the bridge said the whales were
going toward the Azores.

------

AMUNDSEN IS WELCOMED HOME BY
HUGE CROWDS AT BERGEN
Captain Roald Amundsen and the Norwegian
members of his expedition, which successfully
ilew over the North Pole in the dirigible Norge,
have arrived at Bergen.
Huge crowds turned out to welcome him. The
!vlayor and various public bodies gathered at a
banquet in honor of the explorers. The party
will proceed to Oslo.
'
·
Captain Amundsen told interviewers that as no
1and had been seen around the Pole, the Polar
.Rasin could be considered only as equivalent to
international waters and that no nation could
claim or annex the pole.
PRINCE AND ACTRESS STAGE MELO,
DRAMA OF REAL LIFE '
Ilenka Csaky, well known Hungarian actress
:md singer, provided a melodrama which surnassed anything she has done on the stage after
she quarreled in a cafe in Budapest with Prince
Domenico Russo, a member of the Italian Embassy staff.
After the quarrel Ilenka rushed from the cafe
and hurled herself into "the River Donau.
Prince Domenico was on her heels, and no
,;0<mer had Ilenka reached the rushing waters
~han Prince Domenico plunged over the embank-.
uent, and at the risk of his own life, brought
Ilenka safely to shore.
A reconciliation is under5tood to have followed.
EXCAVATE COLONIAL RELICS
Excavation at Lafayette and Reade Streets, the
'.ite of Aaron Burr's well and New York City's
first water works, has brought to light an iron pot
r.ohtaining Colonial coins, a skeleton, some old
tools, a pair of ram's horns and a quantity of odd
iron that has been sold as scrap for $300.
All of the coins bore eighteenth century dates.
Only two of them were post-Revolution money.
An unusual moto, "Mind your own business," was
engraved on one of the Colonial day pieces.
Loring M. Hewen, Managing Director of the
Court Square Building, Inc., which is undertaking
' ae excavation, said he believed the unearthed
i,·on to be what i5 left ·of a standpipe thrown into
:.he well many years- ago.
DREAM REVIVES SEARCH FOR BOY LONG
MISSING
The police have renewed their search for Harry
'\7iedenfeld, who disappeared from his · home at

1 Goerck Street, N. Y. City, on Nov. 11, 1924, and
who, if he lives, is now 8 years old.
_
Three detectives hunted for Harry for months
after his parents, Wolfe and Esther Wiedenfeld,
reported his disappearnce, and every day one of
them or both went to the Clinton Street Police
Station or to the Missing Pe1:sons' Bureau to ask
anxiously if the boy had been found. Presently
they called only once a week and then, last March,
evidently dishea1·tened by the lack of the detectives' success or believing Harry dead, they ceased
to call.
But a few days ago Mrs. Wiedenfeld reappeared before Captain John H. Ayres of the Missing Persons' Bureau.
"For a week," she said hesitantly, as if afraid
some one might laugh at her, "I have dreamed of
my boy, Harry. I see him in the little clothes he
wore when he disappeared, and he holds out his
arms to me and says, 'Don't give me up, mother.
Keep looking for me.' My husband and I have
saved $600. We will give it to any one who can
bring us news of Harry.
.
.
Captain Ayres told her the police would search
without a reward.
BEER-BIBBING M ON KEY, SEEKING A
CHOICER FARE, WRECKS BERLIN'S
FINEST WINE RESTAURANT
One innocent monkey trying to get a drink of
wine wrecked one of Berlin's oldest and most aristocratic wine restaurants last night. In the melee
at least a score of monocle5 were broken, the dignity of the Fire Department suffered and a squad
of policemen was held up to ridicule.
Amid the ruins of china, glassware, broken
chairs and overturned tables, the formerly dignified proprietor saw his guests departing, vowing
never again to enter an estabfo,hment where the
waiters knew ·their favorite vintage · and never
even bothered asking the guests their desires.
The monkey lived in a common beer hall a block
away, and as a favorite he received plenty of beer.
But he decided that he wanted wine, broke his
chain and made a dash for the wine restaurant.
The guests, who had just begun their daily tirade
against the present and spoke reverently of the
go1den past, resented "the intrusion and tried to
capture the animal, which defended itself by
throwing glasses and bottles.
It was when the monkey skipped ligp.tly from
the bald head of an ex-naval officer to the bald
head of an ex-army officer that tli.e uproar became
general. The Fire Department and the police
came, but.could not combat against the sharp teeth
of the Dayton hero until they had sought out · a ·
fencing club and borrowed all the available heavy
gloves.
Even then it was only firewater that caused
the monkey's downfall.
Passing the bar, he
seized a bottle containing vodka, probably to use
it as a weapon, but when he perched high on a
picture of a noted warrior and the pursuit slackened, he drank deeply: His capture followed aa
soon as the liquor took effect.

'
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BRIEF BUT POINTED
AREA OF UNITED STATES AND CANADA
According to The Eagle Almanac, Canada is
larger in area than the Ul).ited States. Canada
has an area-of 3,729,665. The area of the United
States, including Alaska, is 3,617,673.

"

counts rapidly and loudly while the players on the
line behind him walk quickly toward his line. As
he stops counting he turns, and if he sees anyone
moving, calls his name, and that player has to go
back and start over. The others continue to advance toward the counter's line, but only while he
is counting. The counting continues until all have
crossed the line where the counter stands, and the
last one over ,must change places with the counter.

RADIUM FROM PARSONITE
Parsonite, a new radium bearing mineral found
in the Belgian Congo, was described lately to the
Academy of Sciences in an address written by the
Belgian Professor Shoe£. The pa per, say~ the ,
A BUTTON'S HISTORY
Scientific American, told of the success that 1s beA most unique relic of war is possessed by
ing met with in extracting radium from the min- George Clutch, commander of the Isham Keith
eral at a special laboratory in Antwerp.
(G. A. R.) post in Columbus, Indiana. It is a
button off a private soldier's uniform. During
DUELS NOW SERIOUS IN ITALY AS RESULT the latter part of the war, Mr. Clutch's brotherOF BITTER POLITICS
in-law, J. F. Gallaher, whose home is in Ohio, had
Personal bitterness growing out of political «on- the misfortune to be captured and confined in
troversy in Italy is making dueling a serious busi- Libby Prison. The story of how the prisoners in
ness rather than a mere formality.
that hole suffered and died from starvation, exLuigi de Alfonso, Honorary ,Consul general of posure and ill-treatment is a part of history.
the Fascist militia, and former Under-Secretary After Mr. Gallaher had been there some time, he
of State Giuseppe Caradonna, recently added an- began to feel the need of money, which would
other to the constantly growing list of savage en- enhance the prospect of reaching the Union lines
counters. The two men met in a lonely wood near should he succeed in making his escape. A surRome and fought with sabres under condition geon of his regiment, who was in the prison, was
permitting any kind of blow.
about to be exchanged. He cut off one of the large
Signor de Alfonso was seriously slashed three brass buttons from his uniform, ·and, separating
the two parts of it, made a· cavity by taking out
times.
the filling.
He then wrote on a slip of blank paper, in a
FIVE LARGEST HARBORS
It depends upon what is meant by "largest" small, but distinct hand, the following note to his
and by "harbor." U sing the word harbor as _a wife, which he inclosed in the cavity, and again
port, and considering only those having on their sealed the button together:
shores cities of commercia l importance, the five
"Libby Prison-Dear Wife-If we are not exlargest in area are Port Philip, Melbourne J:Iar- changed by 1st of December send me thirty dolbor, Australia, approximately 400 square miles; lars in greenbacks. Put in a vial canned up in a
Yokohama, J apan, 200 square miles; New York can of tomatoes or blackberries. Send it in a box
City, 175 £quare miles ; San Francisco, 79 square of provisions.
J. P. GALLAHER."
miles. In export and import value the first are
This
note
is
well
preserved,
and was still resting
New York on the coast; London, England, 67
miles from sea; Hamburg, G.e rmany, 67 miles snugly in its place in the button when shown by
from sea. In tonnage, the largest are New York, · Mr. Clutch. To continue the story, the button
was made to t;_ake the place of another on the uniAntwerp and London.
form of the exchanged surgeon, who reached home
-----and deliver ed it to Mrs. Gallaher in due time. It
SESQUI HONORS NOTED DOG
could not have escaped the close scrutiny of the
"Owney," the world's greatest dog traveler, officers
had it been conveyed out of the prison in
who was awarded more than 100 tags and medals
other manner, as the officers were particula:i:
because of his " services" in the United Sta tes any
to search all of the exchanged prisoners, including
Postoffice departments, has been signally honored the
surgeon, most minutely.
at the Government's postoffice exhibit at the
Mr. Gallaher did not have much hope that his
Sesqui-Centennial International Exposition, in
scheme would succeed, even should the note reach
Philadelphia.
wife, but he was surprised, for the fruit arThe body of the glob1;-tro~ter, mo~nted by _a his
in a short time, and although closely intaxidermist after the ammal s death m 1897, u, rived
spected by the prison officials, they failed to dison view in the model postoffice in the Exposition cover
the vial containing the money concealed in
grounds. "Owney" was the official mascot of the
of the ja:r;s of thicl< preserves. Soon afte_r
entire postal force of the country froJ'!l 1888 to one
receiving the money Mr. Gallaher succeeded in.
1897.
making his escape from prison, being one of the
chief participants in the great tunnel expedition.
HOW TO PLAY QUICK STEP
H e found the thir ty dollars 't>btained in so novel
Two lines are marked on the ground, about 1qo a manner to be of great service to him in reachfeet apart. Five or more may play. One player. is ing the Union lines. When Mr. Clutch was in
chosen to be the counter and he stands on one lme Ohfo a short time ago he was given the button
with his back to the other players. The others and its contents to keep as a memento, a nd it is
stand on the opposite line. The counter then g1 eatly prized as such.

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Jnstnictive, and Amusing. They contain
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No.

42.

THE

BOYS

OF

NEW

YORK

8'I'UMP

f!PJl:AKER.-Contalnlng a varied assortment ot stnmp
~pccch<'s, Negro. Dntch anrl Irish. Also end men's jol,es.
No. <14, HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUM.-A grnnd
<'Ollectlon of Album Ve.r ses snitable for any time and
<lccaslon; em hrncing Lines of Love, Affection, Sentiment,
Humor, Respect. and Condo lence; also Verses Suit11blo
for Valentines and Wedrllngs.
No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.-A complete and
handy little book, giving the rules anrl full i!irPrtlons
for playing Euchre. Cribbage, Casino, Forty-five.
nounce, P<'dro Sancho. Draw Poker, Auction Pitch. All
Fours, and m11ny 1Jtber popular grunPA ot carrls.
JII<>. 58. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wondt'rful
little book, telling you how to write to your sweethPart,
,•1Jur fath<'r, motl1Pr, sister, hrother, employ('r: ancl In
fa('t evc>ryhotiy anti an:vhoi!y yon wi~lr to write t".
No. 55.

How

No. 57.

HOW TO MAKF. JllUSJOAL INFITRlJllfF.NTS.

TO COJ,LECT STAMI'S AND COINS.-

f'ontainlng valnnble information regarding t!Je collecting and nrranging of stamps and coins. Handsomely
illustrated.

-Full directions how t" makP a Banjo, Violin, Zither,
Aeolian Harp, Xylophone and other musical instrument~;
- tol!'ether with a brief description ot nearly every mnst('al instrument used in ancient or moclern times. ProfuAPly lllusfrnted.
No: 58. HOW TO BE A DET"EOTIVE.-'By Old l{ing
Brady, the wPll-known detective. In which hP. lays
down some vnhrnhle, rnles fo,- beginnprs. nnd also relatPs Rome nilv<'ntnre• of well-known 1ll'tPl'tlvPs.
No. 61, HOW TO BF.COME A BOWLER.-A romplet'l
manna! of howling C"ntalnhlg full instructions for
pl11:ving all the standard American and nerman games:
tog,>ther wHh rulPs and systems in use by the principal
1)1Jwling clubs.
No. 04. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.

-Containing full directions for making electrlenl machines, lntiuction coils. ti:vnamoR, and many n"vel to:ve
to be worked by electricity. By R. A. R. RennPtt. Fully
Illustrated .
No. 07. HOW TO 00 ELEOTRJCAL TRICKS.-Containlng a lar_g-e collection of lnstrnctive nntl hlghl1
amnslng electrical tricks, together with Illustrations. B1
A. Anclers"n.
No. 09.

now

TO DO SLETGHT-OF-HAND.-Contnln- ·

Jn,r over flftv of tllP lntPRt n nd hest trlcks URed by ma•
,rlclans. Also r.ontalnlng the secret of second sight.

F'¼~: ~i'.u~i{;/lTO no SIXTY TRICKS WU'H CARDS.
-Embracin g nil of th<' latest and most deceptive card
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1197 Youn~ ,vilcl ,vPst Onstin.ir the Outlaws· or, The
CIPan-Ur, nt Fancy Flat.
'
1198 "· nnd th<' TrPnsure of the Lake; or. Hop Wah's
)fnglc Trick.
ll99. " Bossin_g- A Cattle Ranch: or, Arletta Cornered
By Rustlers.
1200 " Trnppin.ir the Redskins: or, The Last Raid ot
Crazy Horse.
1201 " nnil the Cave Gang; or, Arietta's Desperate
Shot.
1202 " Jn'::~t,,:;/he Rockies: or, The Luck a Grizzly
1203

"

J'.!()-1

"

1205

"

No. 78.

HOW TO 00 TRICKS WITH . NUMBF,R~.-

No. '74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRF,CTLY.-

Containin_g- full instructions for writing letters on nl·
moPt any Fnhjert: nlM rules for punctuation and composlt1011, with spP('imPn letters.
No. 70. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.

-Containing rnlPs for telling fortunPs by the aid of
lln Ps of thP hnnd. or the secret ot palmistry. Also the
se('ret of, tellin_g- future events by aid of mole, marks,
srsrs, Ptc. Tll11stra!Pf1.
No.

77.

HOW

TO

DO

FORTY

TRICKS

WITH

OAROS.-C'ontalning /leceptive Cnril Tricks as perform·
,,d hy Jendinir roniurprs nn<l ma1rlcianR.
No. 70. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.-Contaii:,lng
comnl<'te instructions how to make up for various
chnrnctPrs on the stage: togPther with the dutiPs of the
Stage Manager, Prompter, Scenic Artist ancl Property
M~~- 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKY. BOOK.-Containln.11:
the latest jokes. anecdotes and funny stories ot this
world-renownPcl G('rmnn comef1lnn .
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALJIITSTRY.-Cont11lnlng the
most approved methotis ot reading tl1e lines on the
hnnd. to.1rPtl1er with a full explanation of their m!'aning.
Also t'xplninin.ir
phrenology, and the kPy for telling
l'tinrnct-'r hv thP hnmps on the head . By Leo Hugo
Koch, A.C'.S. Fully illustrated.
For sale by nil newsdealers,
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will be sent to anJ'

n:11:ne.

c:1,-init It Stralirht: or, The Worst Camp or ,, 11.
1207 •· Gunning for Gunmen; or, Arletta and the
GrPnsPr Ruffians.
l208 " Snrrnnnded by Goh!; or, A Treas ure Worth a
. million.
1209 " Bnff'ling Jlenth: or. ArlPttn and the Chasm.
1210 " nnd the RPckl,-sg Regulars; or. Saving a ComJ20fl
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trlcks. with illustrations.

Showing many curious tricks with fl_g-ures and the
rune:ic of nnmhers. R:v A. Andp,-son. Fully lllnstrfltt'd.

EIPcte<l a Chief; or. Arietta nnd the Papoos!'.
nnrl "Stlnit<'r .Jn<:k"; or. The Bluff' Thnt
Wouldn't \V()rk.
nnrl the Tricky Trapper: or, Arletta After Bil
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"Bustin~" n Show: or, Arletta and the Aetr•ss.
L9cnting a Lode: or. The Orphans of R"wle
Bar.
anCrt,,t~V:,...,~~~ncho Boss: or, Catching a Crnrt:,
At Six Spot Flnt; or. The .Joke That Mnde a
Fnrtun!'.
Trapnef1 hy nreasers; or, Arletta and tl,e
SecrPt PasRage.
Governm!'nt Contract; or, Arletta and the Pony
Express.·
Big Foulld-Un: or. The Champion Roper of the
B. B. Ranrh.
Twelvt> ~hots: nr, Arletta and the Raliler~.
and the Golden Image; or, Lured to the Valle:,
of Death .
Balking a Raid; or, Arletta's Leap for Liberty.
Hunting in the Sierras; or, Arietta and the
Cinnamon Bear.
Saving thP Block-hous1,; or, Arietta and tho
Allies Anttaek.
ancl the Redskin Traitor; or, The Siege In the
Santi Hills.
Ho lcllng n Herd : or,, .Arietta's Fiery Race
and the Ten Cow-Punchers; or, Besting a Bad
Bunch.
Cn u1rht ln a Cavern: or, Arletta's Shot In the
Dark.
Dividing the Gqld; or, Settling a Claim Dispute.
After the Tra il Thieves: or, Arietta's Round·
Up.
A nrl the Pawnee Paleface: or, The Old Hunter's
Secret.
Racing a Flood; or. Arietta Shooting the
Rapi/ls
and "Pinto Peter": or, The Fight ot Buckhorn
Ranch.
Escaping Death: or, Arietta'e Fifty )1ile Race.
Lost on the l)esert; or. The Luck a Sand Storm
Brought.
,
Anti the Rroken Gun; or, Arietta's Quick Wit.
Fighti,ng the Cowboys; or, The Doom ot the
"J:I urrah" Outtit.
and the Death Dip: or, Arietta Fighting the
Smelter Fiends.
And "Tarantula Tom"; or, The Worst "Bad
Man" In Arizona.
and the Silent Six: or, Arietta's ltound-Up tn
a Cav<>.
and ' "Broken Bow"; or, The Siege of tho
Settlers.
Gathering Gol/l; or, Arletta's Wonderful Find.
Show-inl!' His Skill; or, The Shoot-Up at "Show•

Do,vn."

Amo11.g the Apaches: or, Arietta and the Death:
Pit.
and the Government Detective: or, Tracking a
Tricky Thief.
Caught On the Clilrs; or, Arletta's Desperate
Climb.
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